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LOUISA  VARENA 


'I Love |  is  patient, 
Is  gracious, 

•Love j  is  not  envious, 

Vauntetb  not  itself, 
Is  not  puffed  up, 
Acteth  not  unbecomingly, 
Seeketh  not  her  own  things, 
Is  not  easily  provoked, 
Imputeth  not  that  which  i»  base, 
Rejoiceth  not  over  unrighteousness, 
But  rejoiceth  in  sympathy  with  truth,— 
|  All  thingsi  covereth, 
| All  tbings|  believeth, 
(All  things!  hopeth, 

(All  things!  enduretb, 
i Love;  |atnotime|  faileth."— I.  Cor.  13:4-8. 

—Solherham's  Translation. 
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£  PREFACE 

DC 

THIS  simple  story  is  cast  into  the  great  flood  of  cur 
rent  literature,  hoping  that  those  who  read  may  seek 
and  find  the  Balm  for  all  earthly  ills — divine  omnip- 
<M         otent  Love,  supreme  on  earth  as  in  heaven. 
~m  To  those  instructed  in  this  way  of  life,  it  will  be  clear 

**,       that  these  informal  letters,  apparently  selected  from  a 
§       much  larger  correspondence  to  form  the  web  of  the 
story,  were  written  before  the  present  methods  for  work 
and  growth  in  Christian  Science  were  established,  and 
rj       that  they  are  not  designed  to  teach,  but  to  illustrate  the 
truth. 

Will  Love's  pure  idea  accept  this  humble  offering  ? 
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LOUISA  VARENA 


i. 


INDIANOLA,  January  2,  18 — . 

MOTHER  DEAREST  :  This  afternoon  when  the  porter 
said,  "Indianola,  Miss,"  and  gathered  up  my  traps,  I 
realized  for  the  first  time  that  I  had  actually  cut  the 
cable  and  launched  out  into  the  great  sea  of  life — alone. 

I  had  been  thinking,  thinking  all  the  way,  shall  I 
have  smooth  sailing  or  must  I  battle  with  adverse  winds 
and  waves  to  reach  the  haven  of  fulfilled  hopes  ?  As  I 
hurried  from  the  car,  a  great  wave  of  doubt  and  fear 
swept  over  me  with  thoughts  chasing  like  those  of  a 
drowning  man. 

A  pleasant  voice  said,  "Miss  Varena?"  and  the  nat 
ural  response,  "Mr.  Lorends?"  followed  as  he  extended 
his  hand  and  I  stepped  from  the  car.  He  asked  for  my 
check,  and  gave  it  to  the  footman  with  the  luggage.  I 
also  gave  him  the  note  I  had  written  en  route,  and 
finished  as  we  drew  into  the  station,  wherein  I  told  you 
I  would  wait  for  a  good  look  about  me  before  writing 
again. 

Mr.  Lorends  was  most  courteous  and  I  wise  enough 
not  to  exclaim  with  surprise  and  delight  at  the  sight  of 
the  great  Russian  sleigh,  with  bright  red  upside  down 
dusters  on  the  side,  and  the  beautiful  gray  horses  paw- 
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ing  the  snow.  The  coachman  restrained  their  impa 
tience  until  the  baggage  was  adjusted;  the  footman 
tucked  in  the  robes  and  we  were  off.  I  was  a  little 
timorous  at  heart,  but  silence  is  golden,  and  I  quietly 
did  my  part  as  to  the  manor  born. 

It  was  an  exhilarating  drive  over  a  winding  road 
skirting  a  hill,  the  forest  trees  gaunt  against  the  sky, 
their  great  branches  outlined  in  snowy  traceries.  Pres 
ently  the  lodge  came  in  sight,  then  the  fine  colonial 
mansion,  and  in  a  few  moments  more  we  were  under 
the  porte-cochere,  the  footman  helping  us  to  alight,  the 
butler  opening  the  door,  and,  peeping  from  behind  her 
nurse,  a  shy  little  maid,  who  described  a  large  circle 
around  me  when  at  last  her  papa  persuaded  her  to 
emerge  from  her  hiding-place. 

Mrs.  Bruce,  the  housekeeper,  led  the  way  to  my 
room,  which  is  lovely,  furnished  in  white,  delicate  bite 
of  rose  color  on  drapery  and  toilet,  and  fragrant  with 
roses  of  the  same  tint.  The  little  maid  had  followed  her 
up,  and  I  tried  to  make  friends  with  her,  but  she  would 
none  of  it.  She  certainly  is  fair  to  look  upon;  soft, 
light  fleecy  hair,  and  deep  dark  eyes  under  their  long 
light  lashes,  her  face  lily  white,  not  a  shade  of  color  in 
it.  She  watched  with  great  interest  my  unpacking  and 
arranging,  but  kept  aloof. 

It  was  already  nightfall  when  we  had  dinner.  I 
found  it  difficult  to  be  natural,  cheerfulness  seeming  ob 
trusive.  Mr.  Lorends  was  very  kind,  but  evidently  an 
noyed  at  his  daughter's  ill-mannered  diffidence,  and  she 
was  soon  sent  to  bed.  I  excused  myself  on  the  plea  of 
my  very  early  start,  feeling  that  it  would  be  a  relief  to 
the  lord  of  the  manor. 

I,  your  Louise,  in  this  grand  house  with  servants  at 
beck  and  call,  would  be  the  most  lonesome,  down-hearted 
mortal  on  earth  to-night  if  I  didn't  know  better,  than  to 
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multiply  the  misery  by  yielding  to  it.  Still,  I  am 
sure  that  any  place  would  be  lonesome  compared  with 
where  I  slept  last  night.  Good-night,  precious;  I  will 
finish  my  letter  to-morrow  night. 

DEAEEST:  A  long  day,  but  I  have  made  progress 
with  my  little  Evangeline,  and  that  is  encouraging.  She 
went  to  sleep  in  my  arms  to-night  while  I  sang  the 
lullaby.  Hugging  up  closer  each  time  she  said,  "Sing 
it  again."  How  glad  I  am  that  you  and  your  own  have 
other  eyes  than  these  two  eyes  of  ours,  with  which  to 
see,  and  that  you  have  taught  me  that  we  can  never  be 
separated  from  the  Love  that  holds  us  both  in  its  em 
brace,  and  thus  secure,  never  from  each  other.  In  it  I 
see  and  hold  this  little  one  needing  much  that  divine 
Love  and  its  manifestation,  and  she  shall  have  it.  She 
is  starving  for  love. 

The  house  is  full  of  beautiful  things,  but,  oh,  it  is  so 
empty !  Dismal  draperies  of  black ;  no  life,  nor  love,  nor 
companionship.  How  unsatisfying  mere  things  are! 
My  homesick  heart  turns  away  from  it  all  to  you,  you 
dear,  loving,  beautiful  mother,  and  our  rich,  bountiful 
home  life,  with  so  many  to  share  and  enjoy  it.  How  I 
do  love  its  simplicity !  It  is  a  real,  a  genuine  home,  made 
so  by  Love — and  by  you,  my  very  own,  and  the  dear  boys 
and  girls.  The  contrast  enhances  the  brightness  and 
deepens  the  gloom. 

The  mental  conditions  are  of  paramount  interest. 
I  have  no  heart  for  surroundings  as  yet.  You  will 
understand  what  the  task  is  before  me.  One  thought  ia 
uppermost — gratitude  for  the  knowledge  of  Truth  as 
the  antidote  for  all  error  and  of  Love  as  supreme  over 
all  that  is  not  love ;  it  fills  my  heart  with  longing  desire 
to  do  all  I  can  in  this  cold,  lonely,  shuddering  place  to 
make  them  happier. 

I  enclose  my  first  real  gift  to  you,  my  January  salary. 
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It  may  seem  a  small  sum  to  Mr.  Lorends,  but  to  me  and 
my  little  mother,  and  the  boys  and  girls  we  have  to 
clothe  and  educate,  what  will  it  not  do  ?  The  joy  of  it 
outweighs  all  counter  weights  and  wreathes  my  face 
with  smiles ;  so  I  cannot  grieve  for  you  to-night,  though 
I  am  not  in  the  dearest  place  on  earth  to  me — your  lov 
ing  arms. 

Love  and  kisses  to  them  all  from 

Your  devoted 

LOUISE. 
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II. 


NEW  T — ,  January  6,  18 — . 

I  tell  you,  dearest  Lou,  I  am.  not  going  to  college. 
I  've  made  up  my  mind — don't  say  a  word.  If  you  can 
work,  I  can,  too.  I  'd  be  half  afraid  to  trust  myself 
with  those  college  fellows,  even  if  I  had  the  money  to 
go,  because,  not  being  fond  of  study  per  se,  I  M  be  easily 
tempted  not  to  work  as  I  should,  considering  the  sacri 
fice  it  would  cost  you  and  dear  mother  to  see  me  through 
the  four  years.  You  know  what  the  poet  says  about 
things  "seen  too  oft" 

I  spend  your  winnings  at  college?  Bah!  I  won't  do 
it.  You  might  not  be  ashamed  of  me  if  I  did  it,  but  I 
should  be  ashamed  of  myself,  and  that  would  be  worse. 

One  of  father's  friends  has  written  to  mother  offer 
ing  a  situation  to  either  Lawrence  or  me.  I  am  iihe 
eldest,  and  mother  says  I  shall  have  it,  if  I  want  it;  and 
I  do,  so  that  settles  it.  He  does  love  his  books,  and  the 
Latin  and  Greek  that  I  hate,  and  it*  will  be  fine  to  help 
you  make  a  college  man  of  him,  if  he  does  not  aspire 
to  be  bread-winner,  too. 

Here  come  "Jack  and  Jill"  to  send  kisses;  Ethel, 
Keny,  and  Nett  hard  after  them.  Stacks  of  love  from 
all ;  and  most  of  all  from 

Your  lover-brother, 
HENRY. 
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III. 


NEW  T — ,  January  8,  18 — . 

MY  DARLING  LOUISE:  How  cleverly  you  have  kept 
your  secret!  What  a  sad  surprise  you  have  given  MS  I 
Actually  gone  for  a  whole  year  and  left  us  disconsolate. 

I  saw  your  mother  yesterday.  When  I  heard  that 
Harry  was  going  away  I  ran  over  to  cheer  her  up  a  bit. 
My  dear,  I  put  the  slipper  on  the  other  foot — she  cheered 
me  up.  She  was  sure  you  were  going  to  do  a  world  of 
good,  and  be  happy  withal.  As  for  Harry,  she  knows 
he  will  resist  "world,  flesh,  and  devil."  It  is  a  big  con 
tract  for  him,  but  he  is  not  the  boy  to  disappoint  her 
when  she  trusts  him  as  though  he  were  forty,  and  a 
saint  at  that. 

Oh,  how  we  miss  you !  Nobody  to  take  your  place  in, 
the  choir,  and  you  not  coming  back  for  a  year !  Louise, 
Ned  has  not  been  like  himself  since  your  flight;  I  can 
not  get  a  smile,  much  less  any  fun  out  of  him.  I  wish 
you  would  hurry  and  write  him. 

Maud,  in  her  usual  state  of  misery  and  discourage 
ment,  keeps  mamma  nervous  and  papa  constantly  anx 
ious  and  unhappy.  I  don't  want  to  think  or  say  an  un 
kind  thing,  but,  Louise,  it  is  just  like  having  a  living 
skeleton  in  the  house — dreadful !  though  we  do  love 
her  so.  It  would  break  her  heart,  blessed  little  angel 
that  she  is,  if  she  knew  how  she  tries  us  all.  It  is  hard 
enough  to  suffer  pain  and  deformity,  without  feeling 
you  are  making  those  you  love  miserable.  The  flowers 
you  gave  her,  when  you  bade  good-by,  are  on  the  stand 
yet,  all  withered,  but  she  will  not  let  one  of  us  touch 
them ;  and  the  little  papers  are  always  under  her  pillow 
when  not  in  use,  she  bade  me  tell  you,  with  her  love. 
Ever  your  loving  FRANCES. 
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IV. 


INDIANOLA,  January  9,  18 — . 

MY  OWNEST  DEAREST  MOTHER  :  My  first  letter  from 
you  in  this,  our  first  parting!  You  can  imagine.it — 
how  I  took  it  calmly  from  the  valet,  and  yet  seized  it 
with  a  warm  pressure  of  love  and  ran  off  by  myself,  hold 
ing  it  tight,  so  happy  I  had  to  let  tears  come  as  I  read 
your  dear  words  of  love  and  cheer. 

Oh,  but  I  do  love  you,  little  mother !  I  wish  I  could 
tell  you  how  I  love  you  for  all  your  goodness  to  me. 
Every  day,  and  before  I  knew  your  love,  I  know  it  was 
just  the  same.  You  may  think,  Dearest,  that  your  teach 
ings  have  often  fallen  upon  barren  soil,  but  now  that  I 
am  out  of  reach  of  your  dear  voice,  they  come  speaking 
in  my  heart  potently. 

Evangeline  is  a  little  angel,  God's  own  little  one.  I 
am  glad  I  know  this,  for  if  I  did  not  I  should  always  be 
trying  to  account  for  her  peculiarities  by  tracing  them 
to  this  or  that  parent;  and  thus  making  realities  of 
them  would  help  to  fasten  upon  her  those  that  are  un 
fortunate.  She  is  not  a  happy  child,  and  needs,  as  all 
children  do,  indeed,  the  most  loving,  patient  care.  She 
has  been  an  idol  in  this  house,  an  only  child,  though 
her  mother  had  two  others,  a  son  and  a  daughter,  George 
and  Carolyn ;  and  there  seems  to  be  some  mystery  regard 
ing  them.  It  is  only  a  little  more  than  a  year  since  Mrs. 
Lorends  passed  away.  If  the  lovely  portrait  of  her  tells 
the  truth,  she  was  a  beautiful  woman.  Evangeline  does 
not  talk  much  of  her  mamma,  and  of  course  I  do  not 
seek  to  pry  into  family  affairs.  As  to  relatives,  there 
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certainly  are  some  to  whom  allusions  are  made  in  a 
casual  way,  but  I  know  nothing  of  them. 

We  ride  daily  in  Evangeline's  cutter,  with  a  liveried 
lackey  on  the  rumble,  and  the  dearest  beauty — a  pony 
she  can  drive.  The  child,  enveloped  in  white  fur,  seems 
a  fairy  in  disguise  as  she  takes  the  soft  lines  in  her  tiny 
hands  and  her  face  flushes  to  a  bright  color.  She  rules 
the  pretty  creature  with  a  master  hand.  I  wish  our  pets 
could  see  us  and  have  a  drive.  New  T —  would  be  agog 
at  this  turnout. 

If  I  believed  in  blood  as  the  world  goes,  I  should  think 
she  had  come  of  a  chivalric  line  or  the  fearless  Indian 
race.  The  drives  are  beautiful,  and  her  papa  wants  her 
to  be  in  the  open  air  as  much  as  possible  while  the 
weather  permits,  so  we  are  out  a  great  deal.  I  use  kin 
dergarten  methods,  trying  to  make  her  observing,  bring 
ing  her  close  to  the  great  heart  of  nature. 

We  have  a  few  tasks,  but»it  is  up-hill  work;  her  own 
will  is  the  center  around  which  all  other  things  revolve. 
I  have  not  had  occasion  to  cross  her,  for  my  orders  are 
to  make  her  as  happy  as  possible,  and  to  win  her  love, 
teaching  her  as  my  judgment  approves.  "I  am  in  no 
haste  about  her  studies.  You  must  study  her  and  do 
your  best."  And  so  I  shall. 

Lovingly, 

LOUISE. 
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V. 


INDIANOLA,  January  12,  18 — . 

MOTHER  DEAREST  :  We  rode  out  yesterday  as  usual. 
At  a  certain  turn,  "Angel"  said,  "We  will  go  and  see 
Milly,"  whereupon  the  footman  said,  "Miss  Varena, 
Mr.  Lorends  has  given  orders  that  Miss  Evangeiine 
should  not  go  to  Milly's." 

"Then  of  course  we  will  not  go,"  I  said. 

"But  indeed  we  will,"  my  little  lady  said,  and  I  again, 
"Not  if  your  papa  has  forbidden  it." 

"He  only  meant  I  should  not  go  alone;  he  will  not 
care  if  you  go,  too.  We  are  there  now,  and  I  am  going 
in,  and  you  may  come  or  not,  just  as  you  choose." 
With  a  determined  "Whoa,"  she  dropped  the  lines, 
jumped  from  the  sleigh,  and  started  up  the  path  that 
led  I  knew  not  where.  What  could  I  do  but  follow  her  ? 
I  had  orders  to  give  her  full  reign,  and  could  not,  with 
out  force,  have  stopped  her,  it  was  so  quickly  done.  I 
called  to  her  that  I  would  go  with  her.  At  the  end  of  the 
narrow  path  was  a  wicket.  She  knew  the  latch,  opened 
it,  and  touched  lightly  on  the  door.  A  husky  old  voice 
bade,  "Come  in." 

There  sat  a  woman,  weird  and  old,  an  ugly  creature, 
but  a  gentle  smile  transformed  her  face  when  she  be 
held  the  child,  lighting  it  up  as  only  love  can.  Holding 
out  her  arms,  she  clasped  the  eager  child  to  her  heart 
as  she  took  her  on  her  lap. 

"Ah,  honey  dear,"  she  cried,  "how  long  it  is  since  I 
have  had  you  here!"  And  then  the  woman's  tears  ran 
down  her  face,  and  what  could  the  child  do  but  cry,  too  ? 
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I  knew  not  whether  she  saw  me.  No  wonder  Mr. 
Xiorends  did  not  want  the  child  to  come.  They  seemed 
so  satisfied,  and  yet  so  sad,  I  could  not  comprehend  it. 
Presently  she  began  to  sing,  and  pat  the  child  as  though 
she  were  a  nursling.  Evangeline  started  up,  ashamed 
to  seem  a  baby. 

"Milly,  this  is  my  Miss  Louise;  she  is  very  good  to 
me,  and  you  must  love  her." 

"Ah,  that  I  will,  if  she  is  good  to  you,  you  blessed 
darling."  With  that  Milly  stood  up,  grasped  my  hand, 
and  blessed  me. 

"She  hasn't  one,"  she  said,  "not  one  in  all  the  world 
to  love  her  as  she  should  be  loved,  with  a  real  mother's 
love ;  and  never  had,  never,  never." 

"0  Milly,  don't  talk  like  that;  it  's  not  true.  Papa 
said  I  should  come  no  more  because  you  talk  so.  My 
papa  loves  me." 

"Yes,  I  know  he  does;  to  be  sure  he  does;  but  he  's 
gone,  too.  Alas,  alas!  Oh,  my  little  one,  my  heart  is 
broken;  she  didn't  know  how  to  love,  and  wouldn't  let 
anybody  else  love,  if  she  could  help  it.  But  I  must  not 
talk,  I  know.  It 's  too  late,  too  late;  it 's  all  over.  I  "11 
get  you  a  fresh  drink  from  the  spring."  With  that  she 
went  out. 

"I  know  she  is  queer,  but  oh,  she  loves  me;  she  's  good 
to  me ;  and  I  love  her  dearly,  I  do." 

There  is  hope  for  me,  a  trait  to  build  on. 

Good-by  for  to-day;  you  shall  have  the  sequel  to 
morrow. 
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VI. 


INDIANOLA,  January  13,  18 — . 

DEAREST:  After  we  had  dined,  I  told  Mr.  Lorends 
we  had  a  confession  to  make.  He  did  not  reprove,  did 
not  even  seem  annoyed.  Was  very  gentle,  as  he  always 
is,  and,  after  calling  Belle  to  take  Evangeline  into  the 
drawing-room,  he  said : 

"I  weakly  promised  some  things  in  the  past  that  I 
deeply  regret.  Milly  was  my  nurse,  and  a  better  one 
never  lived.  When  our  darling  was  born  I  wanted  her 
to  have  that  loving  care.  She  reared  her  tenderly  until 
the  child  clung  to  her  with  such  constant  devotion, 
scarcely  willing  to  be  away  from  her,  that  her  mother, 
though  too  nervous  and  delicate  to  have  the  care  of  her, 
insisted  upon  having  it.  The  child,  subjected  to  a  wholly 
different  control  from  that  to  which  she  had  grown  ac 
customed,  was  wayward  and  unhappy,  for  which  Milly 
was  condemned,  accused  of  witchery  in  robbing  the 
mother  of  her  child's  love,  and  driven  from  the  house. 
In  vain  I  tried  to  save  her  to  the  child,  frantic  with  grief 
and  anger  at  her  loss. 

"She  was  then  six  years  old.  All  the  mother's  feel 
ings  seemed  reflected  in  the  child,  who  resented  her  loss 
deeply.  They  grew  more  and  more  estranged,  and, 
though  the  little  one  pined  and  grieved,  her  mother, 
wanting  her  love  intensely,  would  not  yield  to  what  she 
thought  mere  caprice,  nor  suffer  Milly  to  come  to  her. 

"Nearly  a  year  the  struggle  lasted,  the  mother  more 
feeble  and  more  intense  in  all  her  feelings,  until  in  the 
last  day's  agonies  she  exacted  a  promise  from  me  that 
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Milly  should  not  come  back  when  she  was  gone.  Wearied 
with  the  long  struggle,  hopeless  and  wretched  myself, 
after  pleading  delays  and  trying  to  avoid  the  issue,  I 
yielded.  I  despised  my  weakness  then,  and  I  despise 
it  still  more  now,  but  the  deed  is  done.  My  punishment 
is  deserved;  but  alas!  the  innocent  suffer  with  the 
guilty." 

Well,  mother  dear,  this  is  enough  of  the  dismal  story. 
Evangeline's  kind  nurse,  finding  it  the  little  girl's  best 
tonic,  had  taken  her  to  see  her  Milly  in  their  daily 
drives  or  walks,  and  she  was  comforted,  and  stronger 
and  better  for  it. 

Mr.  Lorends  learned  that  every  time  they  went  the 
old  nurse  dropped  bitter  words  in  the  child's  ear.  He 
went  to  her  and  plead  with  her  not  to  do  it;  she  should 
not  asperse  a  memory  that  should  be  dearer  to  Evan- 
geline  as  she  grew  up.  As  she  did  not  heed  this  reason 
able  request,  and  the  little  girl  had  quite  regained  her 
health,  he  forbade  her  going,  hoping  Milly  would  thus 
see  the  necessity  of  avoiding  that  subject. 

He  concluded  by  saying  that  now  I  knew  all  this  I 
would  be  able  to  judge  what  it  was  best  to  do;  that  he 
left  the  matter  entirely  with  me  to  win  the  love  of  this 
dear  child  who  knew  how  to  love  thus  devotedly,  and 
that  he  hoped  I  would  be  a  blessing  to  them  both,  for 
Milly  needed  comforting  and  release  from  her  resent 
ments,  as  well  as  the  little  one. 

I  know  what  you  think  of  all  this,  as  well  as  though 
I  heard  your  words — a  tale  "pitiful  as  ever  ear  did 
hear,"  and  that  one  should  not  be  bound  by  such  prom 
ises.  Truly  I  am  in  a  place  of  strange,  uncanny  dreams. 
Still,  the  Foundation  is  sure.  Divine  Love  is  here,  be 
cause  it  is  everywhere;  then  wherefore  doubt  or  fear? 
Your  "Fear  not"  is  my  motto  now. 

Help  me  to  be  brave  and  true,  Dearest. 
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VII. 

NEW  T— ,  January  17,  18—. 

MY  PRECIOUS  LOUISE  :  Mr.  Nantz  spent  last  evening 
with  us,  and  made  himself  agreeable  to  the  children  un 
til  they  retired.  Ethel  and  Reny  I  then  excused,  con 
cluding  he  wanted  to  see  me  alone.  He  seemed  a  little 
embarrassed,  but  soon  began  to  talk  of  you  and  to  tell 
me  again  of  his  devotion. 

I  gave  him  all  the  comfort  I  could,  with  permission 
to  send  you  a  note  in  this.  I  do  wish,  Louise,  you  would 
let  him  correspond  with  you;  it  can  do  no  harm  and 
would  be  a  great  pleasure  to  him.  He  is  very  lonely; 
you  and  your  music  really  were  the  only  diversion  he  en 
joyed.  If  it  were  not  for  his  sincere  love  for,  and  inter 
est  in  his  work  he  would  be  in  despair  at  your  persistent 
indifference. 

Do  not,  I  beg  you,  think  that  I  am  giving  him  undue 
encouragement;  indeed  I  am  not.  I  tried  to  persuade 
him  that  there  are  as  good  fish  in  the  sea,  perhaps  better, 
than  those  already  ashore,  but  he  could  not  be  diverted ; 
and,  of  course,  I  cannot  help  loving  any  man  who  loves 
you  as  he  does,  and  is  as  worthy  of  your  love.  What  ails 
you?  A  woman's  heart  is  a  wayward  thing.  To  see  a 
girl  past  twenty  turning  a  cold  shoulder  to  her  lovers 
as  you  do,  would  have  seemed  a  strange  thing  in  my  day. 
One  would  think  this  young  rector  a  woman's  beau- 
ideal;  eight  years  your  senior,  handsome,  a  devoted 
Christian,  with  the  highest,  most  honored  of  all  pro 
fessions,  beloved,  and  secure  in  a  good  living  always. 
If  I  did  not  know  you,  I  should  think  you  were  ambi- 
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tious.  I  wish  I  had  a  more  susceptible  daughter  to  love 
him  as  he  deserves  to  be  loved.  I  feel  deeply  for  him. 
He  told  me  of  a  visit  to  Maud  that  had  made  him  heart 
sick. 

"To  read  the  prayers  for  the  sick,"  he  said,  "had  al 
ways  seemed  right,  and  to  pray  that  she  might  pa 
tiently  bear  God's  holy  will,  the  right  thing  to  do ;  but 
oh,  dear  Mrs.  Varena,  when  she  said  she  did  not  believe 
it  was  His  will  that  she  should  suffer,  for  her  papa  loved 
her  better  than  that,  and  many  things  that  rebuked  me, 
what  could  I  say?  I  felt  like  sitting  at  her  feet  to 
learn ;  truly,  'of  such  is  the  kingdom/  }: 

I  dropped  a  seed  of  truth  in  the  harrowed  heart  and 
lie  said :  "I  do  want  to  preach  the  living  truth  with  liv 
ing  power  to  living  men,  women,  and  children  right 
here  where  they  sorely  need  salvation  from  evil.  My 
Master  did  it.  This  dear  sufferer's  words  have  stirred 
my  heart  to  its  depths,  by  her  cry  for  help,  reversing 
the  teachings  of  her  pastor.  Think  of  it !  Am  I  right  or 
wrong  ?" 

Maud  has  done  what  we  have  tried  to  do  in  vain — 
roused  him  to  deep  thinking.  You  may  be  able  now  to 
speed  the  good  work. 

Only  see  how  my  interest  in  your  lover  has  eclipsed 
Indianola.  I  am  amazed  at  the  state  of  affairs.  An  ap 
propriate  name !  Eelics  of  the  "untutored  savage"  mar 
its  moral  aspects.  What  a  remarkable  specimen  of 
womanhood  was  the  mother  of  Evangeline!  Her  hus 
band  scarcely  less  remarkable.  His  manhood,  where? 
A  very  slave  to  her, — to  error,  and  in  no  sense  was  he  a 
free  man.  ,  / 

How  dear  your  love  is  to  me,  my  own  darling,  you 
never  can  know  until  you  know  mother-love.  We  can 
not  be  too  glad  that  we  have  unlearned  some  of  our  old 
ideas  of  heredity.  You  are  in  a  testing  field  for  your 
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new  light  upon  the  problem  of  Life.     Apply  all  your 
scientific  knowledge,  my  dear ;  you  have  use  for  it. 

You  are  right  regarding  Mr.  Lorends's  promises ;  they 
are  null  and  void,  nothing.  To  keep  them  would  he  a 
double  wrong.  Be  strong  and  "fear  not." 

With  ever  growing  love, 

MOTHEE. 
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VIII. 

A — ,  January  19,  18 — . 

MY  DEAREST  SISTER:  My  heart  is  too  full  to-night 
to  keep  still,  full  of  sympathy  for  Mr.  Dranton.  I  have 
told  you  how  delicate  his  lovely  wife  is.  I  shall  never 
forget  her  welcome  when  I  first  came  here,  a  boy  alone, 
separated  from  the  dearest  of  mothers  and  the  dearest 
of  sisters,  with  a  very  hungry  heart.  She  took  my  big 
hand,  that  never  felt  so  like  a  paw  as  it  did  then,  in  her 
dainty,  blue-veined  hands,  and,  pressing  it  kindly,  said : 
"I  am  so  glad  you  have  come.  Mr.  Dranton  has  high 
hopes  of  you  since  meeting  Mr.  Eoland  in  New  York. 
Eemember,  this  is  to  be  home  to  you.  I  only  regret  that 
my  ill  health  and  frequent  absences  make  it  impossible 
for  you  to  live  with  us." 

The  physicians  who  were  in  consultation  to-day  told 
her  that  she  could  not  live  in  this  climate,  as  this  last 
attack  of  illness  has  left  her  throat  and  lungs  in  a  dan 
gerous  condition.  The  only  hope  is  a  warmer  land,  and 
they  are  preparing  to  go  to  Florida.  She  was  there  for 
some  weeks  last  winter,  and  came  home  much  improved ; 
now  she  is  more  discouraged  than  ever.  Mr.  Dranton 
almost  broke  down  when  he  came  to  the  office  and  told 
us  she  must  go  again.  He  goes  with  her,  leaving  Isabel 
in  charge  of  the  family.  She  looks  almost  as  delicate 
as  her  mother;  last  night  seemed  quite  heart-broken 
over  her  mother's  going. 

Is  it  not  hard  for  them  all  ?  I  do  hope  she  will  find 
relief  and  give  them  the  joy  of  coming  home  in  health. 
Ben,  his  son,  has  not  been  at  home  since  the  holidays, 
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and  they  have  written  him  not  to  come  during  his 
father's  absence. 

Don't  you  think  Mr.  Dranton  has  more  than  his  share 
of  trouble?  This  is  the  fourth  time  his  wife  has  been 
obliged  to  live  in  a  milder  climate.  They  have  spent 
two  winters  in  Denver;  once  taking  their  whole  family; 
and  another  winter,  business  complications  made  it  nec 
essary  for  Mr.  Dranton  to  remain  here  at  the  hotel, 
Isabel  at  boarding-school,  Ben  at  college,  the  younger 
children  at  their  grandmother's,  and  Mrs.  Dranton  at 
Denver  with  a  trained  nurse.  Alas,  for  family  happiness ! 

What  do  you  think  of  that  ?-  Do  you  wonder  I  am  dis 
tressed  for  my  kind  friends?  Think  of  the  sore  trials, 
sufferings,  cost  that  this  sickness  is  bringing  upon  them 
all. 

I  sometimes  think  there  are  more  than  even  com 
pensations  in  being  poor.  If  they  were  not  rich  they 
could  not  afford  thus  to  try  to  flee  from  sickness  or  from 
place  to  place  in  search  of  health.  But,  though  I  am  in 
the  vein  for  moralizing,  I  will  spare  you,  darling  sister. 

Good-night;  I  am  hoping  to  hear  from  you.  Are  we 
all  thankful  enough  for  the  health  and  happiness  we 
have  as  a  family?  Think  how  we  would  fare  if  our 
mother  were  an  invalid. 

Mrs.  Dranton's  mother  is  coming  to  stay  with  Isabel 
and  I  am  to  stay  at  night  while  they  are  away.  Is  it 
God's  will  for  people  to  suffer,  to  be  sick?  Is  evil  more 
powerful  than  good  ?  It  looks  that  way  from  the  present 
point  of  view. 

Dear  Louise,  you  doubtless  know  my  thoughts  better 
than  I  can  express  them.  It  is  the  same  old  riddle  that 
has  perplexed  saints  and  sages  as  well  as  the  common 
herd  through  all  the  past. 

Ever  your  fond  brother, 

HENRY. 
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IX. 


NEW  T — ,  January  22,  18—. 

MY  DEAREST  LOUISE:  I  have  been  very  naughty  not 
to  have  answered  your  letter  before;  but,  Louise,  I 
hardly  knew  what  to  say.  Let  us  drop  the  subject  of 
which  you  wrote  so  much  in  your  last  letter.  None  of 
our  friends  think  as  you  do,  and,  though  I  love  you 
the  most  dearly  of  them  all,  I  cannot  understand  these 
new  notions.  Mr.  Nantz  told  me  a  few  days  ago 
that  your  deep  religious  feeling  leads  you  to  extremes, 
and  that  really  neither  you  nor  your  mother  believe 
anything  contrary  to  the  teachings  of  the  Church, 
though  you  do  go  beyond  its  practice.  That  seems  a 
queer  thing  to  say,  but  you  will  understand  it  better 
than  I  do,  perhaps. 

Look  here!  Mr.  Nantz  seems  to  me  to  be  somewhat 
dejected  since  you  left,  and  he  comes  to  see  me  much 
oftener.  Perhaps  he  likes  to  hear  me  talk  about  you — 
always  an  interesting  subject.  We  have  been  fast  friends 
from  babyhood,  and,  though  you  have  outgrown  me  in 
some  ways,  and  I  cannot  keep  up  with  you,  I  love  you 
just  the  same  and  think  you  are  the  best  and  dearest 
thing  on  earth. 

Mr.  Nantz  says  it  is  the  will  of -God  for  people  to  be 
sick  and  to  suffer,  and,  as  for  me,  I  do  not  want  to  be 
wiser  than  the  parson.  He  is  the  care-taker  of  my  soul 
as  the  doctor  is  of  my  body,  and  I  am  going  to  let  them 
do  my  thinking  for  me ;  it 's  all  beyond  this  poor  pate  of 
mine. 

I  '11  try  to  be  good  and  do  as  they  say  and  be  satisfied. 
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My  father  and  mother  have  done  that  way,  and  it 's  good 
enough  for  me.  So  now  "go  to,"  my  dear,  and  leave  me 
to  my  folly,  if  you  deem  it  such. 

Poor  Maud !  I  hear  her  cries  as  I  write.  Oh,  Louise, 
her  sufferings  are  awful,  and  the  doctor  now  says  it  is 
doubtful  if  she  will  ever  be  any  better  or  leave  that  chair 
she  is  bound  to.  My  God,  what  a  fate!  How  can  we 
bear  it? 

Mr.  Nantz  read  the  prayers  for  the  sick  a  few  days 
ago  and  told  her  she  must  be  patient,  for  God  never 
sent  any  suffering  but  for  our  good.  The  tears  rolled 
down  her  cheeks  and  at  last  she  sobbed  out : 

"Oh,  Mr.  Nantz,  I  am  willing  to  suffer  if  it  is  God's 
will.  I  try  to  be  patient,  but  how  can  it  be  His  will? 
Jesus  never  said  it  was  God's  will  for  people  to  suffer ;  he 
healed  all  who  came  to  him.  See,  it  says  it  right  here," 
taking  her  little  Testament  from  her  lap  and  showing 
him  the  text,  "and  other  places  I  have  read  it. 

"It  almost  breaks  poor  papa's  heart;  he  can't  stay  in 
the  room  when  I  cannot  control  myself.  Often  when  I 
hear  him  coming  I  smile  and  hide  my  pain.  If  he  had 
the  power,  he  would  make  me  well  in  a  minute;  he 
would  not  let  me  suffer  another  pain  as  long  as  I  live,'* 
she  said,  with  alarming  energy,  "and  to  think  that  the 
loving  Father  in  heaven  with  all  power  lets  me  suffer 
this  way !  How  can  it  be  ?" 

Mr.  Nantz  never  said  a  word,  and  I  did  not  know 
what  to  say,  so  she  began  again :  "If  He  does  He  is  not 
our  Father,  and  He  is  not  good  either.  Jesus  loved  us 
so  that  he  died  for  us,  and  God  sent  him  to  do  that  and 
to  heal  all  the  sick  people. 

"I  lie  here  and  think  and  think  and  pray  and  pray, 
for  I  can't  do  anything  else,  and  I  believe  God  is  good 
and  He  doesn't  want  His  children  to  suffer,  but  to  have 
a  good  time ;  and  some  time  He  will  send  Jesus  and  he 
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will  come  to  me  and  say,  as  he  did  to  the  little  girl  when 
he  was  here,  'Maid,  I  say  unto  thee,  arise.'  Then  I  shall 
get  up  and  be  strong  and  well  like  other  girls;  and  oh, 
how  glad  papa  and  mamma  and  Frank  and  everybody 
will  be! 

"And  to  think  that  even  you,  and  every  one  but  Louise 
and  her  mother,  think  it  is  God's  will  for  His  children 
to  suffer  on  earth — for  me  to  suffer !  Oh !  I  wish  you 
wouldn't  say  it.  If  it  is  His  will  for  me  to  suffer  and 
die,  I  '11  never,  never  get  well." 

She  began  to  cry,  and  Mr.  Nantz  looked  so  pale  I  ran 
out  and  told  mamma  I  was  sure  she  was  worse,  she  was 
talking  so  strangely. 

I  know  you  pity  her,  dearest  Louise,  and  all  of  us,  but 
you  see  there  is  no  help  for  us;  we  just  have  to  bear  it. 
"Whom  the  Lord  loveth  he  chasteneth,"  and  it  is  some 
comfort  to  think  he  loves  us  more  than  other  people,  for 
he  is  harder  on  us. 

But  enough  of  this  sad  theme !  There  is  a  bright  side 
to  my  life;  are  not  lights  and  shadows  everywhere? 
Papa  and  mamma  are  so  good  to  me ;  they  both  say  they 
•don't  want  my  young  years  saddened,  and  always  urge 
my  going  out  with  the  young  people,  as  you  know,  and 
I  have  had  lots  of  fun — when  I  could  forget  my  precious 
little  sister  and  how  she  is  deprived  of  it  all — and  I  am 
going  to  visit  my  aunts  in  New  York,  and  "have  the 
time  of  my  life." 

Good-night,  dear  girl,  it  is  in  the  sma'  wee  hours. 

Lovingly,  your 

FRANCES. 

P.  S.  Look  here,  Louise,  why  on  earth  don't  you  write 
to  Neddie?  Are  you  getting  hard-hearted?  His  devo 
tion  deserves  better  treatment  from  you ;  don't  you  think 
.-so  after  all  these  years  your  willing  slave  ? 
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X. 

INDIANOLA,  January  24,  18 — . 

MOTHER  DEAREST  :  The  plot  thickens.  I  had  a  most 
startling  experience  last  night.  I  was  awakened  by  fear 
ful  sounds — as  though  a  dreadful  struggle  were  going 
on.  A  man's  imperious  voice  demanding  rescue,  free 
dom,  help !  What  could  it  be  ?  I  flew  to  the  window, 
but  outside  was  nothing ;  it  was  in  the  house ;  I  must 
help.  I  threw  on  my  gown  and  opened  the  corridor 
door;  running  in  the  direction  of  the  sounds,  I  found 
they  came  from  the  apartments  of  Mr.  Lorends.  There 
was  a  cessation  of  the  struggle,  but  confused  voices  and 
flitting  shadows  across  the  open  door  told  me  I  must  go 
no  farther.  Quickly  returning,  I  closed  the  door,  rang 
the  maid's  bell,  and  declared  the  ever  presence  and  su 
preme  power  of  Good.  Presently  there  were  footsteps 
near  the  door. 

"Who  is  it?"  I  asked. 

"Jack.    Miss—" 

"What  is  the  matter  ?    Is  any  one  hurt  ?"  I  asked. 

"Don't  be  alarmed,  Miss  Varena,"  he  said  quite 
calmly. 

"But  I  am.  Such  fearful  cries !  What  does  it  mean  ? 
Tell  me  at  once." 

"It  is  only  one  of  master's  wild  ravings.  He  is  better 
now,  quite  calm." 

A  terrific  cry  resounding  through  the  corridor  proved 
his  words  false  or  the  terror  he  thought  over  aroused 
again. 

"I  must  go  to  him,"  he  said  as  he  sprang  away. 

That  cry,  breaking  through  the  aperture  of  the  door, 
awakened  Evangeline.  She  ran  to  me,  her  face  white 
but  fearless,  and  threw  her  arms  around  me,  saying: 
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"Never  mind,  dear  Miss  Louise,  it  is  only  papa;  he 
never  hurts  any  one,  only  thinks  some  one  is  trying  to 
hurt  or  hold  him." 

I  took  her  in  my  arms  and  tried  to  compose  my 
thoughts  and  sleep.  Although  I  heard  nothing  more,  it 
was  impossible.  It  seemed  even  more  dreadful  that  it 
could  he  the  quiet,  kindly  gentleman,  my  little  girl's 
papa,  than  if  it  had  been  a  character  of  darkest  and 
most  dangerous  dye.  And  they  seemed  so  calm  about 
it,  as  though  it  were  no  strange  thing,  and  that  seemed 
worst  of  all.  How  is  it  that  I  have  been  here  all  these 
weeks  and  never  an  inkling  of  this  before?  What  did 
it  mean  ?  What  might  it  not  portend  in  the  future  ? 

Perhaps,  Dearest,  it  would  have  been  best  not  to  have 
told  you  all  this.  It  may  arouse  fears  for  me,  but  we 
must  hold  on  to  our  principle  of  the  supremacy  of  Good 
and  obey  your  favorite  text,  "Fear  not." 

The  housekeeper  came  to  my  room  early  and  told  me 
that  Jack  had  asked  her  to  explain  that  Mr.  Lorends 
had  taken  an  overdose  of  medicine.  It  usually  induced 
sleep,  but  sometimes  reacted  and  produced  dreadful 
nightmares,  so,  dear,  it  is  nothing  to  alarm  you.  She 
said  it  had  been  a  habit  for  years ;  he  always  took  some 
thing  to  make  him  sleep.  Is  it  not  sad  ?  I  cannot  for 
get  it.  This  must  be  what  Milly  meant. 

This  dear,  dear,  little  motherless  girl ! — I  had  almost 
said  orphan, — but,  oh,  blessed  thought !  she  has  her 
Heavenly  Father.  More  and  more  faithfully  will  I 
strive  to  prove  her  heavenly  birthright,  enabling  her  to 
realize  her  true  ancestry  and  environment;  glad  that  I 
am  here  to  do  it  and  to  cheer  her  in  her  isolation,  to  hold 
her  in  thought  above  mortal  heredity,  and  to  my  loving 
heart,  with  loving  arms.  She  begged  to  sleep  with  me, 
and  it  has  been  a  blessing  to  her.  Pray  for  us,  Dearest. 

Ever  your         LOUISE. 
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XI. 


INDIANOLA,  January  27,  18 — . 

MY  PRECIOUS  BROTHER:  I  am  delighted  with  your 
letters  and  all  their  details.  What  you  say  of  our  dear 
home  I  echo  word  for  word.  An  every-day  girl  cer 
tainly  feels  like  "an  every-day  boy"  in  the  experience  of 
a  first  absence  from  the  dearest  of  all  places — "that 
there  is  no  place"  on  this  earth  "like  home,  sweet,  sweet 
"home."  One  never  fully  appreciates  the  every-day  joys 
of  this  life  until  deprived  of  them. 

I  rejoiced,  too,  in  your  thought  of  our  blessed  mother's 
love  and  lessons;  that  "we  must  see  the  all-encompass 
ing  blue  above  us,  as  telling  us  of  the  Love  that  makes 
home  everywhere,  no  matter  how  clouded  the  nearer  sur 
roundings  are." 

I  was  interrupted  here,  dearest  Harry,  and  now  your 
last  letter  has  come  with  your  sad  story  of  Mrs.  Dran- 
ton's  illness.  I  am  greatly  grieved  for  her  and  for  them 
all.  There  is  a  way  out  that  too  few,  alas,  seem  willing 
to  avail  themselves  of.  I  am  trying  not  to  force  unwel 
come  tidings,  though  the  gladdest  in  the  world,  upon 
those  who  refuse  to  accept  them ;  but  I  can  tell  you  most 
emphatically  that  it  is  not  God's  will  for  humanity  to 
suffer.  Jesus  proved  it;  he  proved,  too,  that  evil  is  not 
the  master  of  good ;  nor  is  sickness  as  powerful  as  health ; 
can  it  be  possible  if  God  is  good,  and  if  He  is  omnipotent 
and  omnipresent?  Now  you  think  about  that,  and  re 
member  that  Jesus  came  to  do  God's  will,  and  that  he 
Tiealed  all  who  came  to  him,  telling  none  that  suffering 
•was  God's  will,  but  healed  all. 
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Human  nature  is  the  same  everywhere  and  at  every 
era.  Nothing  can  save  it  from  itself  but  the  Divine. 
This  is  the  meaning  of  the  religion  of  Christ.  But  you 
must  think  this  out  for  yourself ;  I  send  you  some  little 
papers  that  may  help  yon. 

Now  I  want  to  tell  you  about  the  place  where  I  live. 
I  cannot  call  it  home,  as  nothing  but  Love  can  make  a 
real  home.  This  old  estate  is  some  distance  from  the 
city  of  B — ,  which  is,  however,  extending  out  toward  it. 
Of  its  history  I  know  nothing.  There  must  be  hundreds 
of  acres  in  it — fields,  woodlands,  marsh  lands,  extending 
upon  every  side,  with  spacious  park  and  fine  old  wide- 
spreading  elms  around  the  mansion,  which  is  upon  an 
eminence,  the  view  from  the  roof  commanding  the  bay 
and  the  beautiful  river  that  flows  into  it. 

Wide  stone  steps  and  white  Corinthian  columns  en 
circle  the  magnificent  semicircular  portico  which  forms 
the  entrance,  extending  upon  either  side  along  the 
wings,  the  columns  rising  to  the  entablature — pure 
colonial  style.  The  great  hall  is  octagonal,  with  a  huge 
fireplace  in  the  rear,  and  an  immense  cut-glass  and 
bronze  lamp  suspended  from  the  ceiling.  Eeception 
and  drawing  rooms  connect  with  this  hall,  from  which 
rises  a  grand  stairway  with  carved  and  ornate  baluster. 
The  latter  extends  around  a  gallery  above,  upon  which 
the  chambers  of  the  second  floor  open. 

Handsome  as  the  house  is,  it  is  the  furnishings  that 
are  most  astonishing.  Why,  Harry,  it  is  a  perfect 
museum.  One  apartment  is  Japanese,  another  Chinese, 
then  East  Indian,  West  Indian,  Central  American, 
European,  a  cosmopolitan  jumble.  I  wish  you  could 
be  here  for  a  week  just  to  see  the  curios ;  such  wonderful 
carvings  in  ivory,  ebony,  and  metals,  bric-a-brac, — 
everything.  I  have  not  the  patience  to  enumerate.  It 
does  seem  like  anything  but  a  private  house.  Such  a 
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strange  medley.  And  what  might  interest  you  par 
ticularly,  the  gallery  above  the  hall  is  furnished  com 
pletely  with  Indian  curiosities. 

The  library  is  a  barn — glass  bookcases  with  gilt- 
trimmed  books  that  do  not  look  as  though  they  were 
ever  touched.  Stiff  green  leather  furniture,  too  heavy 
to  move.  It  gives  me  a  touch  of  homesickness  to  go 
into  it,  because  of  the  contrast  between  it  and  our  cosy 
little  den  at  home,  with  the  soft,  inviting  pillows  on 
the  lounge,  where  we  have  cuddled  while  the  dear,  much- 
used  books  were  read  to  us,  before  we  learned  to  love 
them  ourselves. 

But  come  with  me  into  the  conservatories  and  we  shall 
have  warmth  and  cheer.  Harry  dear,  they  are  heavenly. 
Such  beautiful  palms  and  other  tropical  plants,  with 
avenues  of  blooms  and  bright  begonias  and  colias  and  all 
sweet-smelling  things;  goldfish  playing  in  the  lake 
whence  the  water  flows  in  little  cascades  over  the  rocks. 
It  is  like  fairy  land. 

Now  you  know  where  we  live — three  diverse  individ 
uals,  Mr.  Lorends,  almost  mute  and  much  away;  Evan- 
geline,  a  strange  unnatural  sort  of  little  girl  that  I  could 
never  understand  but  for  the  light  of  Truth;  and  your 
sister  Louise,  intent  upon  bringing  some  sunshine  into 
the  place  and  measurably  happy  in  trying  to  make  her 
little  girl  as  happy  as  she  can. 

There  is,  of  course,  a  retinue  of  servants,  and  they 
seem  appreciative  of  little  kindnesses. 

Your  ever  devoted  sister, 

LOUISE. 
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Xil. 

INDIANOLA,  January  29,  18 — . 

MY  DEAREST  :  You  have  convinced  me.  The  hope 
of  helping  Mr.  Nantz  to  see  the  Truth  that  will  be  such 
a  blessing  to  himself  and  to  others  has  decided  the  vexed 
question.  With  his  wealth  of  talent  and  learning — if  it 
does  not  stand  in  his  way — he  will  be  a  very  great  power 
for  good. 

I  make,  however,  two  conditions.  He  is  not  to  write 
upon  the  forbidden  subject  and  is  not  to  consider  this 
correspondence  as  encouraging  hopes  that  I  cannot  now 
encourage,  however  it  may  be  in  the  future;  for  that  I 
am  not  responsible,  but  for  the  present  I  am;  you  un 
derstand. 

Next,  I  am  grateful  for  your  response  to  my  ques 
tion.  I  shall  speak  when  the  right  time  comes.  I  see 
now  why  Mr.  Lorends  stipulated  that  I  should  stay  a 
year.  Any  one  who  did  not  know  the  truth  as  to  the 
dear,  perfect  child  this  little  one  is,  as  God's  own, 
would  be  utterly  discouraged  and  at  sea  as  what  to  do 
with  and  for  her  at  times.  Strange,  uncalled-for  mani 
festations  of  temper  and  selfishness  flash  out  like  light 
ning  in  a  clear  sky.  Actually,  I  have  just  waited  in 
amazement  until  the  storm  spent  itself,  and  the  wrecks 
of  books,  pictures,  glass,  or  china  were  cleared  away. 

Mr.  Lorends  is  as  much  of  an  enigma  as  the  child. 
He  comes  and  goes.  I  have  not  seen  him  since  the  night 
of  which  I  wrote.  No  one  comes  here.  He  seems  to  take 
his  little  daughter's  idiosyncrasies  as  a  matter  of  course, 
and  though  I  can  see  the  flush  of  mingled  shame  and 
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anger,  he  controls  himself  and  makes  some  excuse  for 
her. 

I  have  wondered  at  times  that  he  was  not  tempted  to 
try  Petruchio's  plan,  which  seemed  to  succeed  with  his 
shrewish  wife.  That  is  very  unscientific ;  but  I  do  won 
der  from  his  point  of  view  that  he  does  not  try  heroic 
treatment.  Milly  gave  a  hint  the  other  day — she  is  al 
ways  dropping  hints — that  her  dear  master  had  tried 
many  plans  with  both  mother  and  child,  without  suc 
cess.  I  will  not  do  anything  underhand,  but  wish  I 
could  see  her  alone.  Angel  is  always  with  me,  and  I 
will  not  let  her  talk  before  the  child  of  anything  disa 
greeable. 

Only  think,  mother  dear,  these  few  people  are  all  I 
have  seen  since  I  left  home.  How  I  do  love  you  and  all 
the  dear  people.  The  village  must  have  sprung  up  on 
the  borders  of  Eden,  so  heavenly  are  my  memories. 

I  will  stand  my  ground,  Dearest,  and  say  with  Luther 
and  the  brave  of  all  time,  "So  help  me  God."  I  started 
out  to  do  this  work  "in  His  name" ;  it  is  my  work,  and 
by  His  grace  I  can  do  it.  Love  will  point  the  way  and 
bring  good  out  of  all  this  strange  mirage  of  discordant 
seemings. 

Ever  fondly  with  love  to  the  children,  neighbors, 
everybody  in  that  paradisical  village,  New  T — . 

LOUISE. 


I  had  just  finished  my  letter  when  Evangeline  came 
running  breathlessly.  Papa  had  come  and  would  tell  us 
a  story— a  true  story.  I  hastened  down  and  send  it,,  in 
brief  form,  on  to  you — a  welcome  solution  to  the  riddle 
this  great  mansion  has  been.  .  . 

Many  years  before  any  of  us  were  born,  an  English 
gentleman  came  over  the  sea  to  take  possession  of  this 
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wide  domain,  then  a  wilderness.  It  was  a  royal  grant 
of  thousands  of  acres  of  virgin  forest,  with  the  river 
winding  through  it  from  its  source. 

Nothing  but  labor  could  develop  it;  everything  was 
different  from  his  anticipations;  he  was  homesick  and 
disappointed.  His  pride  forbade  his  early  return,  or 
writing  of  the  failure  of  his  hopes.  Making  his  home  in 
the  infant  city  on  the  bay,  he  found  at  last  a  fair  maiden 
who  consoled  him,  he  married,  and  never  returned  to  his 
native  land. 

He  had  four  sons  who  grew  to  manhood.  He  had 
never  worked  and  did  not  require  his  boys  to  work.  He 
sold  tracts  of  land,  leased  other  tracts,  traded  with  the 
Indians,  fished,  hunted,  and  sailed;  craving  money 
above  all  else  as  he  felt  more  and  more  the  need  of  it. 

Restless  and  roving  as  was  their  sire  before  them,  the 
sons,  as  they  became  of  age,  left  for  other  lands.  The 
eldest  took  an  East  India  frigate  from  a  northern  port 
for  the  Far  East;  another  sought  fortune  in  South  and 
Central  America;  the  third  went  to  Europe;  and  the 
younger  to  the  then  far  West,  with  a  friendly  tribe  of 
Indians. 

When  the  first  one  came  back  after  more  than  ten 
years,  he  found  strangers  in  possession,  and  learned  that 
his  brothers  had  never  been  heard  from.  His  father  and 
mother  were  dead.  Hardly  had  he  secured  the  property 
when  the  second  brother,  and  then  the  third  appeared. 
All  had  their  pockets  well  lined  with  gold.  The  one 
coveted  thing  had  been  secured,  but  how  to  divide  the 
property  was  the  perplexing  question.  After  much  de 
bating  and  planning  they  concluded  to  pool  their  issues, 
take  the  land  together,  and  build  a  grand  mansion.  Be 
ing  richer  than  their  neighbors,  they  thought  themselves 
proportionately  better,  and  proposed  proving  it  to  them. 

There  were  endless  details  to  be  settled,  but  to  their 
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credit  this  was  successfully  accomplished.  While  the 
younger  brother  remained  to  superintend  the  building, 
the  other  two  made  voyages  to  their  marts  in  the  East 
Indies  and  to  Europe  for  furnishings,  and  upon  their 
return  their  design  was  completed  by  number  three  go 
ing  to  the  West  Indies  and  South  America  for  his  share 
of  interior  decoration. 

During  his  absence  imagine  the  surprise  when  the 
fourth  brother  appeared  upon  the  scene,  bringing  in  a 
large  store  of  Indian  goods  for  the  eastern  and  European 
market.  Welcomed  as  one  from  the  dead,  for  he  had 
been  given  up  as  lost,  the  brothers  proposed  to  give  him 
a  share  in  the  mansion  if  he  would  contribute  these 
things  to  furnishing  and  embellishing  it,  would  convey 
certain  lands  to  them,  and  pledge  himself  to  carry  out 
their  plan.  None  of  them  were  to  marry,  or,  if  any  one 
did,  his  share  of  the  place  was  to  go  to  the  others  and  he 
was  to  live  elsewhere.  The  brother  that  survived  was 
to  have  it  all. 

Mortimer  Mordaunt  readily  acceded  to  this  arrange 
ment.  No  one  ever  knew  whether  the  others  had  wives 
in  foreign  parts,  and  he  did  not  tell  them  that  he  had  a 
beautiful  wife,  a  chieftain's  daughter,  in  the  West,  and 
a  hardy  brood  of  half-breeds  there,  enjoying  their  native 
freedom.  Not  for  a  kingdom  would  he  have  brought 
them  to  the  eastern  settlements.  They  could  not  have 
lived  in  what  would  have  seemed  to  them  the  bonds  of 
civilization.  And  so  he  came  and  went  and  did  his  part 
in  the  grand  design,  keeping  his  secret  close. 

When  the  excitement  of  the  work  was  over,  neither  of 
the  brothers  found  himself  satisfied.  They  entertained 
many  foreigners,  but  neither  the  admiration  of  their 
neighbors  nor  any  scheme  of  self  gratification  cured 
their  restlessness.  The  years  sped  on.  One  brother  died 
at  sea,  another  abroad,  the  third  left  the  mansion  and 
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built  a  cottage  on  the  beach,  and  when  Mortimer  came 
the  last  time  he  found  himself,  after  ministering  a  few 
weeks  to  his  dying  brother  at  the  cottage,  the  sole  pos 
sessor  of  Indianola. 

Mr.  Lorends  said  in  concluding  that  he  thought  we 
would  enjoy  the  things  about  us  more,  knowing  their 
history;  and  so  we  shall. 

Adieu,  with  love  to  all  from 

YOUR  LOUISE. 
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XIII. 

A — ,  February  3,  18 — . 

DEAREST  Lou :  Your  letter  is  a  jewel.  You  divined 
my  thoughts  better  than  I  could  have  expressed  them. 
Human  nature  and  its  perplexities  are  the  same  the 
world  over. 

I  do  not  know  when  anything  has  interested  me  more 
than  the  papers  you  sent  me.  I  could  scarcely  wait  for 
night  to  come,  I  was  so  eager  to  carry  the  good  news 
they  heralded  to  Isabel.  It  seems  almost  too  good  to  be 
true,  that  there  is  a  revival  of  the  way  of  Jesus'  healing 
the  sick.  I  am  sure  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Dranton  will  be  glad 
to  know  of  it — they  are  lovely  Christians.  Isabel  said 
last  night  she  would  send  the  papers  down  to  her  mother 
to-day.  She  was  as  pleased  with  them  as  I  was,  and  we 
read  them  all  over  together,  every  word  recalling  some 
thing  in  the  Bible  or  the  dear  home  lessons. 

******* 

I  was  interrupted  here,  Louise  dearest,  it  now  being 
two  days  later.  In  the  meantime,  I  found  Isabel  in 
tears  the  next  night,  watching  for  me  to  tell  me  that  her 
grandmother  had  burned  up  the  papers  I  gave  her,  for 
bidding  her  to  mention  the  subject  to  her  mother.  Poor 
girl !  all  her  visions  of  health,  hope,  and  happiness 
cruelly  dispelled ! 

I  comforted  her  as  best  I  could,  but  she  would  not  be 
satisfied  until  I  promised  her  to  write  you  to  send  the 
same  messages  of  love  and  health  to  her  mother  your 
self.  I  hope  you  will,  Louise,  for  the  news  from  Mr. 
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Dranton  to-day  was  more  discouraging  than  it  has  been 
since  they  left  home.  I  send  you  the  address  she  gave 
me,  with  the  request  that  you  would  not  delay. 

"We  can  neither  of  us  understand  why  the  kind  old 
lady  was  so  shocked  at  the  good  tidings  you  sent  me. 
She  evidently  has  thought  me  a  minister  of  evil  from  the 
time  Isabel  carried  them  to  her  with  bounding  step  and 
smiling  face,  wanting  her  to  share  the  feast.  Alas,  for 
her  glad  hopes!  The  moment  she  read  the  headlines 
she  put  on  her  glasses  to  be  sure  she  was  not  under  some 
evil  spell,  took  one  good  look,  then  grasped  the  innocent 
little  papers,  crumbled  them  up,  and  before  Isabel  had 
time  to  remonstrate,  tossed  them  in  the  fire  as  con 
temptuously  and  triumphantly  as  Martin  Luther  flung 
the  papal  bull  into  the  flames  of  the  famous  Witten 
berg  bonfire. 

I  jested  this  way  and  that,  but  had  a  hard  time  to  dry 
her  tears  and  hush  her  sighs.  Hardest  of  all  it  was  to 
arouse  again  hope  in  her  heart,  for  her  grandma  had 
gone  on  to  tell  her  that  this  so-called  Christian  Science 
was  not  Christian  at  all,  but  a  latter-day  delusion;  a 
blasphemy  to  pretend  to  do  what  Jesus  had  done  and 
alone  could  do ;.  that  all  Christian  ministers  were  against 
it,  and  more  than  I  care  to  repeat. 

Why  is  it  thus?  How  is  it  that  white  looks  black  to 
some  eyes  ?  You  and  mother  used  to  talk  of  these  mat 
ters  at  home,  but  I  confess  they  did  not  interest  me  in 
the  least.  We  were  all  well  and  happy,  and  that  was 
enough  for  me.  Now  that  I  see  a  sore  need  with  nothing 
to  meet  it,  it  has  aroused  me  from  my  lethargy.  I  want 
to  "lend  a  hand"  and  know  no  better  way  than  to  follow 
you  two  dearest  ones  who  have  entered  upon  this  path 
way  of  good  and  have  proved  its  worth.  Help  me  to 
learn  more,  that  I  may  be  able  to  help  others. 

My  deep  interest  in  all  this  has  eclipsed  grand  In- 


LOUISA  V ARENA  39 

dianola,  about  which  I  am  glad  you  have  told  me.  Dear 
mother  has  forwarded  some  of  your  letters,  but  still  I 
wish  I  could  take  a  look  at  you  and  your  surroundings, 
for  you  can  imagine  mine  better  than  I  can  yours. 
Your  situation  is  certainly  novel,  isolated  as  you  are, 
but  if  you  are  satisfied  I  should  not  complain. 
Write  soon  again  to 

Your  lover-brother, 

HENEY. 
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XIV. 

NEW  Y — ,  February  4,  18 — . 

MY  PRECIOUS  LOUISE  :  In  New  York  with  my  pretty 
Aunt  Frances,  my  mother's  youngest  sister,  for  whom 
I  am  named.  She  lives  delightfully,  and  as  she  is  not 
very  much  my  senior,  I  expect  to  have  a  gay  time.  I 
have  two  other  aunts  in  this  great  city  and  may  remain 
until  midsummer,  or  until  they  leave  the  city.  Don't 
you  envy  me  ? 

I  am  going  to  forget  everything  that  is  not  good  and 
pleasant  and  live  in  the  sunshine  while  I  am  here.  I 
have  enough  shadows  at  home  for  the  whole  year. 

People  talk  of  money  as  though  it  were  the  one  thing 
to  he  sought  for,  but  what  is  money  without  health? 
Papa  thought  all  he  had  to  do  when  Maud  was  first  in 
jured  and  our  old  family  doctor  could  not  help  her,  was 
to  bring  her  to  a  celebrated  specialist  in  this  city. 
Mamma  came  and  they  stayed  weeks,  but  to  no  purpose, 
she  was  none  the  better;  he  paid  hundreds  of  dollars 
and  would  gladly  have  given  thousands  if  she  could  have 
been  benefited.  He  would  have  taken  her  to  Paris,  but 
Dr.  A.  assured  him  it  would  only  end  in  disappointment 
and  they  would  all  be  better  off  at  their  own  comfortable 
home. 

Nobody  likes  the  good  things  money  can  buy  better 
than  I  do,  but  it  can't  buy  love,  happiness,  health,  or 
heaven — the  only  things  really  worth  having.  You 
know  all  I  can  say,  dearest  Louise;  your  home  was  al 
ways  happier  than  ours,  a  sort  of  dissatisfaction  seeming 
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to  possess  us,  while  you  were  so  busy  at  your  house  that 
you  never  seemed  to  have  anything  but  satisfaction. 

Now  I  am  done  moralizing.  I  hate  it  anyway. 
Country  people  and  villagers  like  ourselves  are  given  to 
it.  In  a  city  there  is  no  time  or  place  for  moping — 
such  a  turmoil !  I  felt  distracted  at  first,  but  need  not 
say  I  like  it  now  so  well  that  I  think  I  shall  stay  for 
good,  if  any  one  wants  to  keep  me. 

Why,  Louise,  I  fear  I  shall  make  you  envious  if  I 
tell  how  many  invitations  I  have  had  already — parties,, 
operas,  concerts;  I  've  scarcely  made  a  beginning  yet; 
and  beaux — I  wonder  no  one  has  ever  told  me  I  was 
born  to  be  a  belle.  Actually  I  have  been  told  that  I  am 
beautiful.  Do  you  think  New  T —  can  hold  me  hence 
forth? 

Now,  what  are  you  doing  in  that  grand  pen?  I 
should  die,  shut  up  as  you  are  with  a  spoiled  child  and 
a  grumpy  old  man,  never  seeing  any  one  else.  I  can 
scarcely  imagine  how  you  can  stand  it ;  schooled  as  you 
have  been  to  find  good  everywhere,  alone  can  explain  it. 

Do,  dear,  write  very  soon. 

Ever  your  loving  friend, 

FHANK. 
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XV. 


NEW  T— ,  February  6,  18—. 

MY  DEAE  LOUISE:  Your  mother  promptly  gave  me 
your  message.  To  both  your  conditions  I  accede  will 
ingly.  I  never  could  admit  that  it  was  just  or  expedient 
for  you  to  deprive  me  of  the  pleasure  of  writing  to  you 
and  hearing  from  you.  You  are  as  free  as  the  air  you 
breathe. 

"Why  should  good  deeds  be  counted  as  a  bond, 
To  bind  their  doers  to  receive  their  meed?" 

No  one  but  Goldsmith  could  have  said  so  beautifully, 
"The  distant  sounds  of  music,  catching  new  sweetness 
as  they  vibrate  through  the  long-drawn  valley,  are  not 
more  pleasing  to  the  ear  than  are  the  tiding^  of  a  far 
distant  friend." 

I  send  with  this  some  jottings  of  my  late  readings; 
you  have  always  enjoyed  them.  You  may  think  it 
rather  a  formidable  looking  package,  scarcely  the  proper 
way  to  begin  a  correspondence  with  a  young  lady,  but 
I  make  no  apology,  as  I  have  seen  fit  to  adopt  it.  I 
trust  you  will  not  be  ashamed  of  it,  though  it  comes  in 
such  questionable  shape. 

It  has  ever  been  a  most  agreeable  reflection  that  our 
intercourse  has  been  as  profitable  as  it  has  been  pleasant. 
I  trust  you  feel  this  as  I  do.  It  is  not  empty  compli 
ment  to  say  that  I  am  indebted  to  you  for  many  good 
resolutions.  If  the  future  shall  estrange  and  separate 
us,  we  can  never  lose  the  benefits  of  an  association  that 
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has  been  mutually  helpful.  Whatever  attachment,  there 
fore,  you  may  form  or  consummate  ought  to  be,  and  I 
hope  will  be  free  from  regret;  our  friendship  can  but 
be  enduring.  For  the  course  you  may  choose  to  pursue 
you  are  responsible  to  your  own  heart  alone.  It  may 
result  contrary  to  your  expectations,  but  I  sincerely 
hope  you  may  always  enjoy  the  happiness  to  which  your 
estimable  character  and  excellent  virtues  so  well  en 
title  you. 

I  am  more  and  more  interested  in  my  reading.     If 
you  wish,  I  will  send  you  my  notes  from  time  to  time. 

Thanking  you  warmly  for  the  privilege  of  writing 
you,  Sincerely  your  friend, 

KOBERT  A.  NANTZ. 
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XVI. 

INDIANOLA,  February  9,  18 — . 

MOTHER  DEAR:  You  know  now  why  this  place  is 
called  by  this  strange  name.  I  have  another  glimpse  of 
the  family  history.  Mr.  Lorends  is  more  attentive  to 
us,  and  we  have  had  some  pleasant  and  profitable  con 
versations.  He  looks  more  cheerful,  and  seems  grate 
ful,  and  satisfied  with  my  management  of  Evangeline. 

I  suggested  a  few  evenings  ago  that  his  daughter  had 
become  too  self-centered  from  being  alone;  that  she 
needed  companionship  that  would  lead  to  self -control- 
To  have  a  child  of  her  own  age  with  whom  to  play  and 
study,  one  already  trained  to  obedience  and  deference  to- 
authority,  would  be  a  constant  object-lesson  and  the 
greatest  benefit  to  her. 

He  shook  his  head,  and  said,  "I  know  of  no  one." 

After  an  awkward  pause,  "Perhaps  you  may  be  able 
to  think  of  a  motherless  child  somewhere,  whom  you 
could  invite  for  a  short  visit  and  try  the  effect,"  I 
urged. 

He  sat  silent  and  motionless  for  some  moments,  then 
said,  "I  have  a  sister,  a  high-spirited,  true-hearted 
woman;  at  our  wedding  my  wife  took  umbrage,  saying 
to  her,  'You  are  taking  liberties  in  my  house,  making 
yourself  too  agreeable  to  my  guests.' 

"Charlotte  surprised,  meeting  me  said,  'What  does 
Loretta  mean  ?'  repeating  her  words. 

"  'It  is  nothing,  forget  it.  She  is  never  fond  of  hand 
some  women,  she  tells  me;  you  are  looking  very  hand 
some  to-night/  I  said,  smiling.  She  gave  me  a  wonder 
ing  look  and  went  her  way. 
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"Many  days  after  I  learned  from  my  wife  that  she 
had  again  sought  my  sister  on  the  wedding  night,  and 
doubtless  turning  suddenly  to  her  with  a  strange  glare 
in  her  brilliant  eyes,  an  expression  she  often  assumed, 
whispered  in  her  ear,  'I  hate  you/ 

"Charlotte  laid  her  hand  upon  her  arm  and  said, 
'Why?' 

"  'Do  not  touch  me,'  she  said,  drawing  back.  'Leave 
my  house  and  never  let  me  see  your  face  again.' 

"  'I  had  hoped  for  my  dear  brother's  sake  we  might  be 
friends/  Charlotte  said  calmly. 

"  'Never,  never ;  you  have  been  talking  to  my  husband 
about  me/ 

"  'Do  you  mean  it  ?    Shall  I  go  ?'  Charlotte  asked. 

"  'Go !'  said  the  bride,  'go !  he  is  mine/ 

"Charlotte  called  her  carriage  without  saying  a  word 
to  any  one  but  her  husband,  lest  the  harmony  of  the  oc 
casion  should  be  marred. 

"Many  circumstances  have  conspired  to  separate  me 
from  my  family.  My  wife  demanded  it  and  peace  was 
only  secured  by  the  sacrifice  required. 

"There  was  a  child,  a  babe  at  the  time  of  my  mar 
riage.  My  beloved  sister's  namesake.  I  should  love  to 
liave  her  here,  but  loyalty  to  one  to  whom  loyalty  is 
due  forbids  it." 

He  then  told  me  of  his  mother,  sisters,  and  brother. 

I  had  barely  presence  of  mind  to  say — nothing;  for  I 
was  upon  the  point  of  exclaiming,  "Has  this  child 
grandmother,  uncle,  aunts,  cousins,  and  none  of  them 
ever  come  here  to  see  her;  and  she  has  never  gone  to 
them  since  I  came?" 

He  divined  my  thought  and  said,  "She  has  never 
seen  any  of  them." 

It  was  with  difficulty  I  restrained  an  audible  expres 
sion  of  amazement  and  disapprobation.  I  feel  as 
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though  I  were  having  bad  dreams  with  these  strange 
inhuman  ways  revealed  to  me.  I  am  mystified,  but  the 
world  itself  is  an  arena  of  strange  dreams — how  little 
I  know  of  it!  We  are  wont  to  say,  "Fact  is  stranger 
than  fiction,"  but  knowing  now  that  it  is  all  fiction,  we 
must  look  higher  for  fact. 

Mrs.  Lorends  has  awakened  from  the  dreams  of  error, 
we  can  but  hope.  She  must  regret  their  folly;  it  was 
most  wickedly,  blindly  selfish,  and  is  entitled  to  no  con 
sideration  whatever;  for  Mr.  Lorends  to  act  upon  them 
has  been  a  double  wrong.  To  think  of  his  making  such 
promises!  It  is  hard  to  understand  the  mental  states 
that  lead  to  such  conditions.  They  must  be  agonizing. 

I  will  not  depart  from  my  attitude  of  reserve  in  re 
gard  to  all  family  affairs,  unless  my  duty  to  this  child 
makes  it  imperative  for  me  to  speak  or  to  act,  then  I 
will,  I  trust,  be  equal  to  the  occasion,  whatever  it  may 
be.  Thankful  that  I  know  Love  is  at  the  helm,  I  will 
bide  my  time. 

Courage,  Louise,  courage!  Help  your  own,  mother 
dear. 
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XVII. 

A—,  February  12,  18—. 

MY  DEAREST  SISTER:  Three  cheers  for  your  letter, 
and  three  times  three  for  the  papers.  I  sat  up  half  the 
night  reading  them.  I  dare  not  give  them  to  Isabel  or 
leave  them  in  my  room  there.  I  carry  them  in  my 
pocket  and  thus  know  they  are  safe  from  "bigoty" 
clutches.  There  are  lots  of  "Brer  Rabbits"  in  the 
world.  The  people  who  think  they  "know  it  all"  are 
generally  in  the  majority  when  a  new  truth  is  sent  forth 
upon  its  mission  of  love  and  blessing,  and  consequently 
it  has  a  hard  road  to  travel,  and  those  fortunate  indi 
viduals  who  help  it  on  seem  unfortunate  in  sharing  its 
fate. 

Still  discouraging  reports  come  from  the  South. 
Your  package  had  not  been  received  when  they  last 
wrote.  They  will  be  surprised  to  receive  it  and  wonder 
whence  it  came.  May  the  little  leaflets  survive  the 
shock  of  falling  into  strange  hands  and  reach  the  hearts 
of  the  suffering  ones.  Thanks  for  the  poetry,  all — this 
is  but  a  little  chirp  of  love. 

I  could  not  wait  to  thank  you,  but  now  that  my  heart 
is  in  a  measure  relieved,  I  will  wait  until  I  hear  some 
thing  from  the  leaflets. 

******* 

Louise  dear,  the  same  old  story  of  hope  delayed  came 
day  after  day — and  still  I  waited,  hoping  that  Mr. 
Dranton  would  at  least  say  they  had  been  received. 
This  morning's  mail  brought  a  letter,  an  extract  from 
which  I  send  you : 
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"Several  days  ago  a  package  of  papers  came  from 
some  unknown  person.  They  were  thrown  aside,  as 
mother  was  very  ill  that  day.  A  lady  .here,  who  has 
been  exceedingly  kind  to  us,  while  waiting  in  the  vesti 
bule  picked  them  up,  and  asked  mother  when  she  came 
in  to  see  her  if  she  had  read  them. 

"Mother  replied,  'No.' 

"  'They  are  lovely ;  may  I  read  one  of  them  to  you  ?' 

"  If  it  is  not  too  long ;  I  am  very  weak  to-day.' 

"Mrs.  Erwin  began  and  the  invalid  listened  with  evi 
dent  interest,  seeming  to  take  in  every  word,  and  when 
she  had  finished,  said,  'What  comforting  thoughts;  read 
me  more  of  it.' 

"Mrs.  Erwin  read  on  until  she  had  read  nearly  all 
the  papers ;  then  your  mother  asked  to  see  them. 

"  'Oh,  take  them  away,'  she  said  in  a  moment,  'they 
are  Christian  Science.' 

"'What  of  it,'  asked  Mrs.  Erwin?  'That  does  not 
make  them  any  less  beautiful.' 

"  'Why,  Mrs.  Erwin,  you  don't  think  I  would  have 
anything  to  do  with  that,  do  you  ?' 

"  'Why  not  ?  It  is  just  as  beautiful  as  you  thought 
it  before  you  knew  what  it  was;  and  more  and  more 
helpful  the  more  you  know  about  it.' 

"  'You  surprise  me.    Are  you  a  spiritualist  ?' 

"  'No,  nor  a'  Christian  Scientist.  I  wish  I  were  worthy 
the  name.  My  estimate  is  too  high  and  too  holy  to  claim 
it  as  yet,  but  I  am  striving  to  be  worthy  to  bear  it.' 

"  'You  astonish  me.  Why  it  is  the  worst  of  modern 
delusions.' 

"  'Not  so,  dear  friend,'  said  Mrs.  Erwin  kindly.  'My 
only  daughter,  a  beautiful  girl  of  twenty,  caught  a  fear 
ful  cold,  which",  ere  long  and  despite  everything  that 
medical  art  could  do,  brought  her  much  lower  than  you 
are  now.  We  were  in  despair  and  were  resisting  the 
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pleas  of  many  friends  who  had  been  healed  through 
this  beautiful  way,  of  the  Christ — Truth.  So  prejudiced 
were  we  that  we  would  have  let  her  die  rather  than  turn 
to  this  divine  way  for  relief,  in  our  sad  ignorance  and 
prejudice;  but  Mr.  Erwin,  who  is  a  man  among  men, 
"a  man  of  the  world,"  so  called,  not  bound  by  the  deep 
religious  convictions  that  held  us  falsely  to  the  pathway 
of  death,  said:  "We  have  tried  Europe  and  America, 
the  North  and  the  South,  the  East  and  the  West,  every 
thing  that  the  medical  profession  has  suggested  as  to 
treatments  and  climates;  now  their  verdict  is  that  it 
is  hereditary,  beyond  hope,  death  is  inevitable.  A 
drowning  man  clings  to,  nay,  clutches  at  a  straw.  What 
harm  can  come  of  trying  prayer  to  Almighty  God  ?  If 
the  worst  is  to  come,  it  can  but  come — is  it  not  at  the 
worst  now  ?  Are  we  not  without  hope  ?" 

"  'The  dearest  love  that  ever  blessed  suffering  hu 
manity  blessed  us  so  quickly  -that  we  were  amazed/  said 
Mrs.  Erwin.  'From  the  first  visit  of  a  loving,  motherly 
woman,  telling  her  of  her  heavenly  birth  and  birthright 
as  a  child  of  God,  she  revived,  and  little  by  little,  in  our 
own  home,  in  the  very  climate  we  had  fled  from  and 
taken  her  back  to  despairingly,  to  die  there,  in  the  midst 
of  ministering  friends,  the  errors  of  mortal  belief  and  its 
laws  were  rebuked  by  the  power  and  word  of  Truth,  and 
she  found  perfect  health  and  strength.  Learning  that 
God  was  there,  and  she,  as  his  own  dear  child,  was  well, 
with  earnest  work  and  much  patience  victory  rewarded 
us  at  last.' 

"I,  my  dear  Isabel,  had  come  in  and  heard  this  story. 
It  made  a  deep  impression  upon  me,  as  it  did  upon  your 
dear  mother.  We  have  counseled  with  this  kind  friend 
and  I  will  write  to  the  lady  who  was  the  instrument, 
in  God's  hands,  of  doing  this  wonderful  work,  to  try  to 
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help  us.  Mother  is  willing,  as  I  am  most  desirous  for 
her  to  try  it,  without  delay." 

Louise,  what  do  you  think  of  this  ?  I  feel  like  shout 
ing  "Glory,  hallelujah  I"  If  we  just  do  the  little  good 
we  can,  there  is  no  telling  what  great  good  may  come 
of  it. 

Isabel  is  too  happy  for  words ;  and  the  grandmamma 
— horrified!  Now  we  will  await  tidings  with  more  in 
terest  than  ever.  Be  assured  that  what  I  get  will  go  to 
you  as  fast  as  Uncle  Sam  can  carry  the  news. 

Yours,  in  all  the  bonds  that  brotherhood  can  forge, 

HARRY. 
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XVIII. 

INDIANOLA,  February  14,  18 — . 

MY  OWN  DEAREST  LITTLE  MOTHER  :  Your  last  letter 
was  dear,  and  I  love  you  all  the  more  for  your  tender 
heart  for  my  lorn  lover.  You  know  I  believe  in  love, 
you  taught  me  to.  You  have  not  forgotten  your  own 
experience,  and  though  it  was  the  opposite  of  mine,  it 
proves  that  we  cannot  marry  to  please  even  our  dearest 
friends.  You  remember  what  Calebs  says,  "When  I 
marry,  I  marry  primarily  for  myself."  You  loved  the 
man  that  seemed  least  advantageous  to  your  loving 
friends,  who  was  working  his  way  up,  but,  oh,  so  slowly 
at  first,  and  yet  the  less  they  thought  of  him  the  more 
your  love  grew,  they  looking  at  the  outer  man  and  you 
at  the  inner,  until  the  time  of  his  splendid  success  came, 
and  they  all  said,  "What  a  fine  fellow  Lawrence 
Varena  is !"  You  may  have  been  prouder  of  him  then, 
but  I  do  not  believe  you  loved  him  one  jot  better  for 
the  praise,  as  you  knew  he  deserved  it,  whether  it  ever 
came  or  not. 

Not  that  I  love  any  struggling  aspirant  for  my  favor, 
no ;  but  the  man  I  marry  must  stir  my  heart  as  no  man 
has  ever  yet  stirred  it.  What  ails  me,  you  may  decide, 
for  I  do  not  know.  Mr.  Nantz  will  find  abundant  con 
solation  I  am  sure  if  you  do  not  sympathize  too  much. 
Distance  may  lend  enchantment ;  a  -  year  sometimes 
works  wonders,  and  we  shall  see  what  this  one  brings 
forth  for  us  two. 

Now  I  have  something  pleasant  to  tell  you.  The 
weather  having  kept  us  housebound  for  some  days,  Mr. 
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Lorends  has  been  at  home  more  than  usual,  seeming 
more  natural  in  appearance  and  conversation,  as  though 
he  had  emerged  from  a  cloud ;  I  do  not  know  why,  but 
it  seems  so,  taking  Evangeline  upon  his  lap  and  caress 
ing  her  as  I  have  never  seen  him  do  before. 

Last  evening  the  piano  was  open;  it  was  tuned,  and 
he  asked  me  to  sing,  something  not  too  gay.  I  touched 
a  few  chords  of  a  really  delightful  instrument,  and 
sang  "Jesus,  the  very  thought  of  Thee."  It  was  a  happy 
selection.  The  father  and  child  both  seemed  deeply 
moved.  Mr.  Lorends  said,  "Beautiful." 

"Papa,"  cried  Evangeline,  "I  told  you  she  had  a  beau 
tiful,  beautiful  voice,  and  sings  beautiful  things ;  almost 
every  night  she  sings  me  to  sleep.  Dear  Miss  Louise, 
please  sing  'Ashamed  of  Jesus'  for  papa." 

I  shook  my  head,  saying,  "Not  to-night." 

"I  would  not  question  your  decision,  Miss  Louise," 
Mr.  Lorends  said,  "but  I  should  like  you  to  sing  it." 

Evangeline  snuggled  down  upon  his  bosom,  and 
neither  moved  nor  spoke  until  the  last  note  died  away; 
then  the  child  ran  and  clasped  me  round  the  neck  and 
kissed  me  ardently. 

And  Mr.  Lorends  said,  deeply  moved,  with  tremulous 
voice,  tears  in  it,  "You  have  a  rare  voice;  we  shall  not 
want  for  pleasure  now  these  long  winter  evenings." 

I  tell  you  all  this,  precious  Mother,  because  I  know 
it  will  be  glad  news  to  you,  who  have  loved  and  encour 
aged  my  musical  work  as  no  one  else  ever  has,  and  have 
sacrificed  much  to  give  me  needful  training.  I  am  more 
than  ever  thankful  for  it  now.  Evangeline  has  exquisite 
musical  taste;  this  harmony  of  soul  I  find  constantly 
responsive  to  love  and  it  aids  me  wonderfully  in  my 
work  for  her.  Devotedly,  your  own 

LOUISE. 
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XIX. 

INDIANOLA,  February  16,  18 — . 

MY  DEAE  FRIEND  :  I  was  glad  to  hear  from  you  and 
enjoyed  your  notes  very  much.  I  like  them  much  better 
than  reading  Gibbon  myself.  My  father  taught  me  that 
every  Anglo-Saxon  who  made  any  pretensions  to  an 
education  should  read  "The  Fall  of  the  Roman  Empire" 
and  "Hume's  History  of  England,"  but  advised  me  to 
wait  until  full  maturity  of  thought  would  enable  me  to 
refuse  the  evil  and  choose  the  good.  There  is  so  much 
that  is  purely  spiritual,  better,  and  more  interesting  to 
me  in  these  days  that  I  doubt  whether  I  ever  shall 
read  those  voluminous  works,  fine  though  they  are. 
Therefore  your  notes  will  be  valuable  to  me,  giving 
glimpses  of  history  I  may  never  have  otherwise. 

Something  a  lover  of  books  once  said  of  these  works 
made  a  lasting  impression  upon  me:  "Hume  was  the 
perfect  historian,  his  style  so  pure  and  transparent  that 
one  caught  every  thought  clearly,  while  Gibbon's  ornate 
language  and  rich  imagery  made  the  diction  often 
primary  and  the  thought  secondary."  Have  you  found 
it  so? 

Since  coming  here  I  have  been  obliged  to  discipline 
myself  closely  to  keep  thought  in  the  primaries,  adapt 
ing  it  to  childhood.  I  have  had  the  reward  that  self- 
forgetfulness  always  gives.  There  is  nothing  like  irn-^ 
perative  duty  to  keep  one  from  dreaming. 

Dear  mother  writes  me  that  Lawrence  is  doing  ad 
mirably  in  his  lessons.  He  certainly  is  the  student  of 
the  family,  and  you  will  have  him  ready  to  enter  collejfe 
in  another  year. 
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By  the  way,  I  believe  I  will  make  you  at  once  a  father 
confessor.  I  have  been  in  a  sort  of  transition  state, 
spiritually,  ever  since  I  came  here.  At  home  I  loved  the 
Church,  and  from  a  child  enjoyed  the  whole  beautiful 
service  without  any  thought. 

Here  we  have  gone  to  the  quaint  old  church  in  the 
village,  where  I  sit  stared  at  in  the  great  square  pew, 
with  my  little  charge  and  her  father,  vainly  striving  to 
worship  in  spirit  and  in  truth.  As  soon  as  I  begin  the 
general  confession  thought  becomes  a  whirlpool.  " Ac 
knowledging  my  manifold  sins  and  wickedness"  sets  me 
adrift  like  a  wrecked  vessel  in  a  dark  and  stormy  sea. 

The  absolution  seems  vain  and  idle,  as  I  come  Sunday 
after  Sunday  to  hear  it  repeated,  asking  for  the  potent 
power  of  the  Holy  Spirit  to  enable  us  to  please  God, 
"and  that  the  rest  of  our  life  hereafter  may  be  pure  and 
holy."  Then  comes  that  awful  confession  of  sin  again, 
alternating  each  week  "with  the  pure  and  holy  life."  In 
vain  I  try  to  praise  God  and  get  above  the  thought  of 
sin  enough  to  praise  him  aright.  Do  not  the  Scriptures 
say,  "The  thoughts  of  the  wicked  are  an  abomination  to 
the  Lord?" 

"A  pure  heart"  and  "sin" — is  it  not  confusing  ?  Say 
ing  "Our  Father"  and  striving  daily  to  show  my  little 
charge  her  privileges  and  obligations  as  a  child  of  God, 
made  in  His  image, — surely  not  to  sin,  but  to  be  "pure 
and  holy/' — perfect  as  He  is  perfect,  and  then  to  pub 
licly  declare  ourselves  "miserable  offenders,"  with  "no 
health  in  us,"  seeking  "to  live  a  godly  life  hereafter !" 
Mr.  Nantz,  when  does  that  "hereafter"  mean  ?  Why  not 
now? 

I  do  not  believe  I  can  make  you  understand  just  how 
I  do  feel  without  going  back  to  the  baptismal  service  and 
the  catechism.  Is  not  every  child  said  to  be  made  "a 
member  of  Christ,  a  child  of  God,  and  an  inheritor  of 
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the  kingdom  of  heaven  ?"  Should  not  that  child  hence 
forth  obey  the  apostolic  injunction,  "Reckon  yourselves 
dead  indeed  unto  sin  and  alive  unto  God,  through  Jesus 
Christ  our  Lord  ?" 

"A  member  of  Christ"  and  sin  ? 

"A  child  of  God"  and  sin? 

"An  inheritor  of  the  kingdom  of  heaven"  and  sin? 

Is  it  right  for  us  to  say  that  "we  are  very  members 
incorporate  in  the  mystical  body  of  thy  Son,  which  is 
the  blessed  company  of  all  faithful  people,"  and  then 
confess  ourselves  sinners? 

In  the  epistle  of  the  beloved  John  I  find  much  that 
forbids  any  such  thought.  You  know  that  third  chap 
ter  by  heart,  and  so  do  I.  "Beloved,  now  are  we  the 
sons  of  God" — not  sinners;  no,  impossible.  "Whoso 
ever  is  born  of  God  doth  not  commit  sin  ...  he  cannot 
sin  because  he  is  born  of  God."  "In  this  the  children  of 
God  are  manifest  and  the  children  of  the  devil,  whoso 
ever  doeth  not  righteousness  is  not  of  God."  What  right, 
then,  have  the  children  of  God  to  confess  themselves 
sinners  ?  "He  that  committeth  sin  is  of  the  devil." 

Mr.  Nantz,  tell  me  if  you  understand  me.  My  Bible 
and  Prayer-Book  are  beside  me  as  I  write.  I  have  been 
trying  faithfully  to  teach  this  one  little  girl  her  privi 
leges  and  duty  as  a  baptized  child  of  the  Church  of  God ; 
to  do  it  I  have  had  to  shut  wholly  out  of  her  thought,  as 
well  as  my  own,  the  confession  of  sin  that  we  both  have 
to  repeat  publicly  every  Sunday,  crying  out  to  God  to  "be 
merciful  to  us  miserable  sinners." 

I  have  prayed  for  light  upon  this  vexed  problem,  but 
I  have  never  been  forced  to  probe  it  to  the  bottom  until 
since  I  came  here,  feeling  more  and  more  confused.  Our 
correspondence  should  be  helpful,  and  I  know  you  are 
always  ready  to  instruct  me.  Ever  your  friend, 

LOUISE  VAEENA. 
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XX. 


INDIANOLA,  February  20,  18 — . 

MOTHER  DEAREST:  Mysteries  are  unfolding.  Mr. 
Lorends  is  going  to  Europe  at  once,  and  has  told  me 
why.  Mrs.  Lorends  was  a  widow  and  had  two  children, 
both  almost  in  their  teens  when  she  announced  her  en 
gagement  to  Mr.  Lorends. 

Carolyn,  the  eldest,  was  more  violent  in  her  opposi 
tion  than  her  brother  George,  but  both  declared  they 
would  not  live  with  her  if  she  married  him.  To  marry 
any  one  was  offense  enough,  but  to  marry  a  man  younger 
than  herself  was  a  crime.  They  would  never  recognize 
him.  Lovely,  dutiful  children  ! 

The  estate  was  hers;  she  married,  sent  her  daughter 
to  a  convent,  and  through  the  influence  of  his  father's 
friends  George  entered  a  school  to  prepare  for  an  ap 
pointment  to  the  Naval  Academy.  When  Carolyn  was 
eighteen  her  mother  went  to  see  her  and  urged  her  to 
come  home;  but  she  would  not  consent  to  it,  although 
Mr.  Lorends  added  his  entreaties,  as  he  had  done  a 
number  of  times  before. 

She,  however,  left  school  and  went  abroad,  where  she 
remained  until  her  mother's  alarming  illness  brought 
her  to  her  bedside.  She  remained  until  after  the  fu 
neral,  when  she  immediately  left  the  house,  taking  with 
her  her  mother's  choicest  jewels,  and  such  other  things 
as  she  valued,  refusing  to  recognize  either  Mr.  Lorends 
or  her  little  sister. 

He  recently  had  a  letter  from  her,  announcing  her 
desire  to  come  to  her  mother's  house  and  take  posses- 
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sion  of  certain  things  that  belonged  to  her,  wishing  her 
brother  to  come  with  her  to  remain  some  weeks,  per 
haps,  to  look  over  many  things  long  stored  away. 

Mr.  Lorends  said  he  had  written  to  them  most  kindly 
to  come  and  remain  as  long  as  they  wished,  and  he 
would,  if  it  would  be  more  agreeable  to  them,  go  abroad, 
as  he  desired  a  change,  and  would  feel  more  freedom  in 
going  if  they  were  with  Evangeline. 

They  will  be  here  the  coming  week,  and  you  can  im 
agine  this  will  make  quite  a  change  for  us.  I  suggested 
taking  Angel  somewhere  else,  but  he  said :  "No,  they  cer 
tainly  will  not  be  unkind  to  the  child  if  I  am  away. 
They  may  perhaps  be  thus  brought  together";  and 
(mother  dear,  I  would  not  tell  this  to  any  one  but  you) 
he  added :  "I  have  implicit  confidence  in  your  judgment 
and  good  sense,  feel  no  hesitation  in  leaving  my  darling 
little  girl  in  your  hands ;  no  one  has  ever  understood  her 
better  or  had  more  patience  with  her.  You  must  be 
governed  entirely  by  circumstances  as  to  what  course  to 
pursue  in  your  association  with  these  young  people.  I 
have  given  orders  to  Mrs.  Bruce,  who,  as  housekeeper, 
was  with  my  wife  before  our  marriage,  and  is  a  most  es 
timable  and  judicious  person,  to  see  to  everything  in 
the  house,  so  that  you  will  have  no  responsibility  beyond 
your  present  duties;  also  to  arrange  everything  for  you 
just  as  you  may  wish.  One  object  in  going  so  far  away 
is,  that  this,  their  first  visit  to  their  home,  may  bring 
about  a  reconciliation  and  ultimate  harmony.  I  am  ex 
ceedingly  anxious  for  this,  and  hope  you  will  make 
every  effort  for  it,  as  you  have  opportunity.  I  have 
sought  it  in  vain  ever  since  my  marriage,  never  having 
known  until  some  time  afterwards  that  I  was  the  inno 
cent  cause  of  their  banishment." 

A  long  story;  good-night.  YOUR  OWN. 
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XXI. 

A—,  February  24,  18—. 

DEAREST  SISTER  :  I.  was  delighted  yesterday  to  receive 
letters  from  you,  mother  dear,  and  Nettie.  My  happiest 
days  are  when  the  letters  come.  I  only  follow  the  habit 
of  all  my  years  in  going  to  church,  and  never  fail  to 
perform  those  other  duties  which  our  dear  mother  ever 
enjoined  upon  us  all,  and  which  even  in  infancy  she 
taught  us — those  which  make  sleep  sweet  and  refreshing. 

It  is  good  news  to  hear  that  all  are  well  and  happy  at 
home,  and  that  the  old  gentleman  who  pays  your  salary 
is  to  leave  you  to  the  care  of  more  youthful  companions. 
I  thank  you  for  introducing  them  to  us,  but  really,  sis 
ter,  I  never  knew  there  were  such  folk  aboard  this  planet. 
I  don't  blame  those  children  for  being  indignant  with 
their  mother  for  marrying  when  they  were  old  enough 
to  resent  it;  had  they  been  children  it  would 
have  been  different.  Think  of  our  blessed  saint  of  a 
mother  doing  a  thing  like  that !  She  could  not  have 
done  it  any  more  than  she  could  have  changed  into  a 
bird  of  the  air  or  a  beast  of  the  field.  I  pity  that  boy 
and  girl;  theirs  was  no  mother  at  all.  Peace  be  to  her 
ashes.  Is  it  not  well  for  them  that  she  has  stepped 
down  and  off  the  stage  whereon  she  played  so  poor  a 
part? 

I  know  it  is  ever  good  news  to  you  that  I  am  in  free 
and  light  spirits,  having  a  smooth  journey  through  the 
swift  and  buoyant  stream  of  business  life;  that  I  am 
strong  and  healthful  and  have  been  promoted,  with  in 
crease  of  salary.  You  are  ahead  of  me  yet;  but  I  shall 
catch  up. 
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Don't  fear  for  my  reading;  it  is  one  of  my  greatest 
pleasures.  I  find  I  have  to  guard  upon  the  other  side, 
and  have  adopted  a  new  and  wise  system;  namely,  to 
go  to  bed  every  night  at  ten  o'clock,  rise  every  morning 
at  five,  read,  and  take  a  brisk  walk  before  breakfast; 
never  to  fail  to  be  prompt  in  business  matters,  and  to 
keep  a  good  book  always  at  hand  for  odd  minutes.  Prac 
ticing  on  my  "V"  comes  in  for  its  share  of  time  in  the 
evening.  I  love  my  violin  and  will  never  give  it  up. 

Mr.  Ure,  who,  by  the  way,  is  a  member  of  our  royal 
fraternity,  often  comes  in  after  dinner  for  a  game  of 
chess.  He  is  a  splendid  fellow,  the  brightest  and  finest 
mind  in  our  society.  He  never  says  anything  unneces 
sary;  age,  21;  frame,  portly;  gait,  slow;  progress,  sure; 
morals,  almost  perfect;  and  a  tried  and  true  friend. 

We  get  good  news  from  Mrs.  Dranton.  She  is  im 
proving  every  day  and  is  able  to  enjoy  driving  out.  She 
could  come  home,  but  Mrs.  M — ,  who  is  helping  her, 
advises  her  to  wait  until  she  is  so  far  recovered  that  it 
will  be  a  complete  answer  to  all  objectors  to  the  mental 
method.  Mr.  Dranton  will  probably  come  North  him 
self  and  leave  her  with  Mrs.  Erwin,  that  she  may  escape 
the  disagreeable  March  weather ;  and  Mr.  Dranton  says, 
sub  rosa,  the  interference  of  unbelieving  friends. 

It  certainly  is  the  wise  thing  to  do,  and  I  am  glad  she 
will  live  in  a  land  of  flowers  before  those  of  the  North 
are  daring  even  to  peep  out  of  the  ground.  Isabel  is  so 
glad  that  she  would  be  willing  to  have  her  stay  six 
months  if  it  would  be  for  her  comfort  and  health. 

With  more  love  than  tongue  or  pen  can  express, 

Your  fond  brother, 

HENRY. 
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XXII. 

NEW  T— ,  February  26,  18—. 

MY  DEAR  LOUISE:  Your  letter  has  interested  me 
deeply.  I  have  not  wanted  to  write  again  too  promptly, 
not  wishing  to  tax  you,  and  being,  besides,  somewhat  at 
a  loss  what  to  say. 

There  is  certainly  incongruity  in  the  thought  of  the 
members  of  Christ  confessing  sin;  and  yet,  who  is  sin 
less  or  can  be  in  the  flesh  ? 

Frankly,  I  think  you  stand  upon  very  dangerous 
ground.  You  do  not  know  it,  but  you  are  running  very 
close  to  an  old  quicksand,  where  there  is  no  Bock — 
Christ — for  firm  footing  for  faith.  It  is  called  "anti- 
nomianism."  Beware,  beware,  my  dear  girl !  When  you 
take  exception  to  the  confession  of  sin  you  are  getting 
beyond  the  safety  line.  I  am  alarmed  for  you,  and 
grieved  beyond  measure.  I  pray  you,  pause;  abide  by 
the  teachings  of  the  Church,  the  pillar  and  ground  of  the 
Truth.  As  long  as  we  are  in  the  flesh  we  shall  have  to- 
confess  sin.  Take  your  Bible  and  read  I.  John  1 :  8. 
That  ought  to  be  enough  for  any  baptized  child  of  the 
Church. 

You  asked  what  that  "hereafter"  means?  Why,  it 
means  henceforth,  until  you  come  to  make  confession 
again,  or  until  we  get  to  heaven,  the  great  hereafter. 
Do  not  puzzle  yourself  with  words.  Try  to  be  satisfied, 
as  you  always  have  been,  and  leave  all  these  question 
ings  to  the  theologians. 

I  am  very  glad  you  enjoyed  my  jottings  and  send 
later  readings  with  this,  happy  to  add  to  your  enjoyment 
and  knowledge. 
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Commending  you  to  the  Heavenly  Father's  keeping 
and  the  Word  of  his  grace,  I  pray  that  you  reconsider 
your  strange  thoughts,  wanderings  from  the  safe  and 
holy  paths  of  your  sainted  ancestry. 

Has  your  mother  written  you  that  I  want  Lawrence 
to  go  with  me  to  the  far  West,  as  far  as  California  ?  It 
will  be  a  very  pleasant  and  profitable  trip  for  him,  and 
add  much  to  my  pleasure.  I  trust  you  may  approve. 

I  must  have  time  for  reflection  and  deep  heart-search 
ing.  I  cannot  have  it  here,  where  many  duties  demand 
every  hour.  I  already  have  a  substitute  in  readiness 
to  take  my  place,  and  shall  make  all  speed  in  getting  off. 
If  Eeny  goes  with  me  the  last  objection  will  be  removed. 
Sincerely  your  friend, 

EGBERT  A.  NANTZ. 
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XXIII. 

INDIANOLA,  March  1,  18 — . 

MY  OWNEST  LITTLE  MOTHER  :  I  am  having  a  beauti 
ful  time.  Carolyn  and  Lieutenant  Duvey  are  here.  Mr. 
Lorends  had  heen  gone  for  a  day  or  two  when  they  came. 
I  had  Evangeline  dressed  in  her  most  becoming  frock,  a 
soft  white  cloth  with  a  delicate  bit  of  lace  about  neck 
and  sleeves.  Her  light  hair  fell  in  ringlets  quite  to  her 
waist,  and  in  her  hand,  for  her  sister,  was  a  bunch  of 
heliotrope  and  lemon  verbena,  filling  the  air  with  per 
fume. 

I  stood  within  the  shadow  of  the  front  door  as  they 
alighted  from. the  carriage;  the  setting  sun  bathed  the 
child  in  a  flood  of  light  as  she  ran  down  the  steps  to 
greet  them ;  her  brother  and  sister  saw  it,  and  he  sprang 
forward  when  she  said,  "Welcome  home/' 

He  caught  her  up  in  his  strong  arms,  saying,  "An 
angel  to  welcome  us  to — paradise  ?" 

Before  the  sister  had  time  to  be  or  not  to  be  gracious, 
Angel  had  said,  "These  are  for  you,"  putting  the  flowers 
in  her  hand. 

What  could  she  do  but  kiss  the  little  one,  and  I  give 
thanks  that  my  hopes  thus  far  were  realized  ? 

When  they  approached  me  Evangeline  said,  "This  is 
my  Miss  Louise;  she  is  good  to  me  and  I  love  her,  and 
you  will,  too,  won't  you  ?" 

That  certainly  was  not  in  our  program.  My  flushed 
face  told  my  surprise  as  I  said,  "You  will  pardon  her 
partiality ;  we  are  great  friends." 

Mr.  Duvey  courteously  replied,  "It  was  prettily  done; 
we  shall  doubtless  be  glad  to  be  obedient." 
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Lady  Carolyn  was  haughty  in  manner,  reserved,  and 
very  cold.  We  had  a  sumptuous  repast  in  the  great 
dining-hall,  then  went  into  the  drawing-room.  The 
grand  piano  was  still  draped  in  black. 

"These  palls  oppress  me,"  Miss  Duvey  said. 

"Mr.  Lorends  has  given  orders  that  everything  is  at 
your  disposal,  and  requested  me  to  repeat  it." 

"It  was  only  proper  that  he  should  realize  my  right 
as  the  eldest  of  my  mother's  children,  this  home  being 
hers,"  with  emphasis  and  haughtiness  still  more  ap 
parent. 

Mr.  Duvey  and  Evangeline  joining  us,  I  begged  to 
be  excused,  as  it  was  time  for  Evangeline  to  retire. 
They  kissed  her  good-night.  So  ended  the  first  act  of 
the  new  drama. 

We  ate  our  breakfast,  had  our  tasks  and  morning 
drive,  and  were  agreeably  surprised  to  find,  upon  return 
ing,  our  visitors  in  our  boudoir,  whence  came  beautiful 
strains  of  music.  Miss  Duvey  plays  delightfully.  She 
insisted  upon  our  lunching  with  them;  said  the  place 
was  lonely  almost  beyond  endurance;  and  until  her 
friends  arrived  we  must  give  them  as  much  of  our  time 
as  possible. 

You  will  rejoice,  mother  dear,  that  we  have  made  a 
good  beginning,  and  trust  with  me  that  Mr.  Lorends's 
hope  of  harmony  may  be  realized. 

Ever  your  devoted 

LOUISE. 
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XXIV. 

NEW  Y— ,  March  4,  18—. 

MY  DEAR  Miss  VARENA:  Before  starting  upon  my 
voyage,  I  am  having  ample  time  for  reflection.  First  of 
all,  I  must  again  thank  you  for  the  excellent  work  you 
have  done  for  my  precious  little  daughter.  You  at 
once  discovered  the  good  in  her,  and  seem  to  be  suc 
ceeding  marvelously  in  developing  it.  I  feel  more  hope 
for  her  happiness  in  the  years  to  come,  since  I  have 
learned  something  of  the  truth  of  being  upon  which  to 
ground  my  trust,  and  have  seen  in  you  the  practical 
value  of  a  better  understanding  of  God  as  really  "our 
Father." 

I  thank  you,  too,  for  arousing  hopes  in  myself  that 
seemed  to  me  and  to  those  who  knew  me  best  to  be  dead. 
I  could  not  trust  myself  to  speak  to  you  of  this;  can 
scarcely  do  so  now,  but  my  keen  spiritual  sense — which 
I  could  never  understand — it  seemed  so  mysterious  to 
me  that  it  should  constantly  reassert  itself,  in  spite  of 
the  horrors  of  darkness  I  was  ever  beclouding  it  with — 
saw  and  felt  the  power  of  the  mighty  Truth  you  were 
bearing  witness  to,  by  word  and  deed. 

You  seem  to  live  in  the  supreme  thought  of  good, 
and  the  wonderful  book  you  have  been  generous  enough 
to  let  me  have  reveals  plainly  the  Principle  that  you 
bring  out  "in  living  characters."  It  has  awakened  me 
to  the  consciousness  that  divine  Life  is  and  ever  has  been 
mine,  in  spite  of  all  seemings  to  the  contrary.  This  vol 
ume  is  priceless.  I  know  the  knowledge  that  it  is  in  ap 
preciative  hands  will  compensate  you  for  its  loss.  If  I 
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rise  to  the  fulfillment  of  its  promise,  you  will  rejoice  in 
the  good  work  done  and  that  another  star  is  added  to 
the  ever  increasing  galaxy  that  crowns  the  work  of  its 
revered  and  inspired  author.  I  hope  the  copy  I  sent  to 
replace  this  has  already  reached  you. 

Again  I  reiterate  how  very  anxious  I  am  for  complete 
reconciliation  at  Indianola.  I  can  but  hope  that  the 
Spirit  of  Love  may  prevail,  and  that  I  may  some  time 
have  a  share  in  it. 

Though  still  a  slave  to  material  sense,  I  know  now 
that  I  have  a  sure  way  of  escape  from  its  bondage  if  I 
have  the  courage  and  manhood  to  do  my  part  faithfully, 
in  thorough  self-abnegation,  true  to  my  God,  to  my 
Saviour,  and  to  myself.  If  the  moral  force  can  be 
evolved  to  overcome  error  long  indulged,  I  shall  again 
have  the  joy  of  serving  my  fellow-men.  Having  the 
Principle  and  rule  with  which  to  work  out  the  difficult 
problem,  inspires  new  life  and  hope.  I  humbly  crave 
your  aid,  your  prayers. 

I  inclose  a  letter  written  soon  after  my  wife's  death 
by  my  sister  Charlotte.  It  will  tell  you  better  than  I 
can  of  past  hopes  and  lost  years.  Father,  mother,  sisters, 
and  brother  have  grieved  for  me  through  them  all.  But 
the  call  is  at  last  heeded,  0  beloved  sister !  I  awake,  I 
see,  I  hope  again !  But  it  must  be  worked  out,  proven. 

All  things  are  possible  with  God,  and  unutterable 
thanks,  also,  to  him  that  believeth. 

Yours  gratefully, 

JAMES  LORENDS. 
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XXV. 

W— ,  September  25,  18—. 

MY  PRECIOUS  BROTHER  :  You  will  attribute  all  I  say 
to  inexpressible  love.  Of  the  past  I  will  not  speak — 
the  more  remote  or  nearer  past. 

Now  you  are  once  more  free,  will  you  take  a  new 
step  in  life?  Think  of  the  abounding  joy  of  your  heart 
when  Christ  was  its  one  star  of  hope !  Can  it  be  twenty 
years  since  it  first  shone  brightly  upon  your  path  ?  Have 
you  ever  been  happier  than  in  those  early  years  of  Chris 
tian  faith  and  consecration?  You  then  were  fully  de 
termined  to  devote  your  life  to  God's  service.  Year  after 
year  you  waited  for  better  health  and  more  auspicious 
circumstances  to  begin  your  work,  and  each  year  some 
new  impediment  intervened. 

It  was  not  more  your  mistake  than  ours.  Father, 
mother,  Marianne,  and  I,  as  well  as  our  brother  ap 
proved  this  course.  We  shrank  from  having  you  tread 
the  pathway  of  sacrifice.  Bitter  self-reproach  we  all 
have  suffered  because  of  it  through  these  last  sad  years 
of  separation. 

You  know  it  all,  alas,  too  well.  Your  marriage 
turned  the  current  of  your  thoughts;  its  financial  bur 
dens,  its  domestic  anxieties,  your  own  lost  health  and 
happiness  proved  the  fatal  mistake  made  in  diverting 
you  from  the  sacred  vocation  to  which  your  Heavenly 
Father  had«ftlled  you. 

You  remember  one  of  your  favorite  books,  one  of 
your  good  gifts  to  me,  Baxter's  "Saint's  Eest"?  You 
were  my  spiritual  mentor  in  those  endearing  days,  our 
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hearts  beating  in  unison  in  the  love  of  heavenly  things, 
though  you  were  far  before  me  in  the  pathway  of  Light, 
and  full  assurance  of  faith. 

What  a  reproach  to  us  was  Baxter's  long  and  success 
ful  ministry !  Far  more  delicate  in  health  than  you  have 
ever  been,  always  thinking  that  each  sermon  might  be 
his  last,  yet  he  lived  eighty  years  to  serve,  by  pen  and 
voice,  his  Master.  He  waited  not  for  health  or  compe 
tence,  but  obediently  did  his  work  as  best  he  could,  day 
by  day,  receiving  the  reward  of  faithfulness. 

Have  we  not  all  suffered  enough  through  past  disobe 
dience  to  the  voice  of  God  ?  Now  you  are  free,  beloved 
brother,  to  retrieve  the  past,  and  can  be  more  helpful  to 
the  suffering  ones  of  earth  because  of  your  own  deep  ex 
perience  and  sore  temptations.  I  beseech  you  as  you 
hope  for  happiness  here  and  There,  to  return  to  your 
first  Love  with  all  your  heart. 

Do  not  say  it  is  too  late.  It  can  never  be  too  late  to 
do  right.  This  great  estate  with  all  its  complicated  de 
tails  has  too  long  absorbed  and  harassed  you.  Many 
men  could  do  all  that  you  have  required  of  yourself  bet 
ter,  with  far  less  labor  than  it  costs  you.  And  you  can 
do  as  you  did  long  ago — tell  the  old,  old  story,  and  raise 
into  joyful  newness  of  life  the  sorrowing,  the  sinning, 
and  the  suffering  around  you. 

Will  you  heed  this  call,  my  precious  brother  ?  By  all 
that  is  or  ever  has  been  dear  to  you  I  make  this  fond 
plea ;  and  most  of  all  for  his  dear  sake  who  died  for  you. 

Have  a  guardian  appointed  for  your  little  daughter, 
at  least  to  take  charge  of  her  financial  affairs,  and  yield 
your  whole  being  up  to  him  who  loved  you  and  gave 
himself  for  you.  Thus  the  high  promise  of  your  early 
manhood  will  be  fulfilled  to  your  own  joy  and  the  hap 
piness  of  those  who  have  known  the  infinite  promise  of 
your  youth.  Your  whole  being  yielded  to  the  Divine 
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must  develop  into  glorious  fruitfulness,  a  blessing  to 
yourself,  to  your  dearest,  and  to  the  world. 

I  can  say  no  more;  you  alone  can  choose  your  own 
course.  I  can  but  believe  your  health,  your  very  life  de 
pends  upon  your  present  decision.  As  in  the  presence 
of  your  Lord  and  Master,  heed  this  call. 

With  boundless  love  and  hope  and  unceasing  prayers 
for  your  full  deliverance  and  highest  blessings, 
Your  ever  affectionate  sister, 

CHARLOTTE. 

DEAR  Miss  VARENA:  I  commit  this  to  your  care; 
keep  it  safely.  For  more  than  a  year  I  have  carried  it 
near  my  heart  hopelessly,  though  praying  that  her  hopes 
and  prayers  might  be  fulfilled.  I  can  spare  it  now  that 
hope  dawns.  Every  thought  is  graven  in  my  inmost  soul. 
She  was  ever  an  angel  of  light  to  me,  from  childhood  an 
inspirer  and  comforter.  You  cannot  conceive  what  ten 
years'  separation  has  cost  us  both. 
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XXVI. 

INDIANOLA,  March  5,  18 — . 

MY  DARLING  MOTHER:  My  heart  is  full  to-night — 
you  always  get  its  overflow.  I  do  not  like  Lieutenant 
Duvey's  attentions  at  all.  He  has  been  sending  flowers 
and  asking  me  to  drive.  I,  of  course,  declined,  and  at 
first  thought  he  did  it  to  tease  his  sister,  whom  he  evi 
dently  thought  too  reserved.  I  appreciated  his  kindness, 
but  imagine  my  surprise  and  indignation  when,  to-day, 
meeting  me  alone  in  the  library,  where  I  had  gone  for  a 
moment,  he  made  an  ardent  declaration  of  love. 

I  told  him  I  was  surprised  that  he  should  take  such 
a  liberty  with  one  who  was  in  a  measure  dependent  upon 
his  protection  and  courtesy.  He  at  once  asked  my  par 
don;  said  he  was  deeply  in  earnest,  as  from  the  first  I 
had  won  his  heart,  but  he  would  not  press  his  attentions 
if  they  were  disagreeable  to  me. 

I  assured  him  they  were,  if  they  went  beyond  kindly 
intercourse,  and  left  him  abruptly.  Was  it  not  abom 
inable?  I  felt  like  fleeing  from  Indianola  and  never 
stopping  until  I  reached  your1  dear  arms. 

To-morrow  two  young  ladies  are  expected,  and  I 
shall  be  very  busy  with  Evangeline,  leaving  hosts  and 
guests  to  themselves.  They  will  no  longer  need  us,  and 
our  dashing  young  naval  officer  will  have  other  damsels 
to  shower  his  attentions  upon,  who  will  not  lose  dignity 
or  self-respect  by  accepting  them. 

Annoyances  and  temptations  beset  every  condition  in 
this  dream  life,  and  I  cannot  hope  to  escape  them  here ; 
but  I  am  abundantly  compensated  for  all  that  have 
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come  as  yet  by  the  growing  attachment  of  this  dear  lit 
tle  girl  and  her  better  temper.  That  there  is  still  room 
for  improvement  to-day's  experience  has  emphasized. 

Carolyn  said  in  a  casual  way:  "I  was  just  thinking 
how  changed  this  place  is  since  I  was  Angel's  age ;  then 
company  was  always  coming  and  going.  My  father's 
political  and  social  standing  brought  many  men  here, 
polished  gentlemen,  and,  to  mamma's  annoyance,  many 
that  were  the  reverse.  But  his  varied  interests  made 
much  business  that  centered  here.  Mamma,  too,  had 
some  charming  and  fashionable  friends,  when  she  was  in 
health  and  entertained.  All  is  dead  as  a  churchyard 
now.  Little  sister,  why  doesn't  any  one  come  to  see  you  ?" 

"Mamma  would  not  have  it;  she  chased  away  my 
Milly,  my  grandmamma,  my  aunties,  my  uncle,  and  all 
my  little  cousins,  and  made  papa  promise  to  keep  them 
away,"  Evangeline  said  very  quietly. 

"How  can  you  say  that !  It  cannot  be  true." 

"Why  not  ?    She  sent  you  off,  and  brother  George." 

Carolyn  colored,  saying,  "She  thought  she  had  good 
reason  for  that — perhaps  we  deserved  it;  but  what  do 
you  know  about  it?" 

"Mrs.  Bruce  knows  everything,  and  she  tells  me  the 
truth  when  I  ask  her  about  anything  I  want  to  know. 
When  I  was  a  little  girl  she  told  me  the  truth  about  you, 
and  how  sorry  my  papa  was  that  you  went  away." 

Carolyn  did  not  reply  to  this,  so  the  child  went  on. 

"Perhaps  it  did  not  hurt  you  as  much  to  be  sent  away 
from  your  mamma  as  it  hurt  me  to  have  everybody  I 
loved  sent  off,  and  to  stay  all  alone  with  my  mamma." 

"You  are  a  queer  little  girl.  Perhaps  you  do  not 
know  that  my  mamma  was  your  mamma,  too;  it  was 
your  papa  that  made  us  go  away." 

"It  was  nothing  of  the  kind.  I  just  told  you  my  papa 
was  sorry;  he  loved  everybody,  and  he  loved  you  and 
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brother  George.  If  you  say  one  word  against  my  papa 
I  '11  tear  you  to  pieces." 

"Then  don't  you,  little  wildcat,  say  one  word  against 
my  mother." 

"She  is  my  mother,  too;  I  '11  say  just  what  I  please, 
as  long  as  it  is  true ;  she  hated  everybody  that  loved  my 
papa  and  me.  Papa  has  tried  his  best  to  make  me  love 
that  kind  of  love ;  he  has  told  me  how  lovely  mamma  was 
before  she  was  sick;  but  oh,  sister,  when  she  was  sick 
it  was  dreadful ;  we  were  so  miserable,  papa  and  I,  when 
she  said  she  loved  us  so  that  she  could  not  stand  it  to 
have  anybody  else  love  us.  It  was  love  turned  upside 
down,  and  it  said  we  must  not  love  anybody  else  but  her ; 
she  didn't  want  us  to  love  even  each  other.  Papa  kept 
right  on  loving  mamma ;  he  was  good,  he  could  do  it,  but 
the  more  she  tried  to  make  me  love  her  that  way,  the 
more  I  hated  it.  I  never  had  one  happy  day  from  that 
morning  she  called  my  Milly  a  witch  and  chased  her 
from  this  house  until  Miss  Louise  came  to  teach  me 
what  right,  true  love  is." 

"Perhaps  you  and  your  papa  did  not  deserve  happi 
ness  here  in  this  house,  which  should  have  been  mine," 
Carolyn  said,  sharply. 

I  was  startled  at  the  woman  taking  this  turn  on  the 
child,  who  was  silenced  as  if  trying  to  understand 
what  she  meant.  I  quickly  claimed  her  for  a  ride. 
She  pressed  me  for  an  explanation,  which  I  gave, 
urging  her  to  avoid  all  discussions  in  the  future.  She 
promised,  with  one  proviso — that  she  would  not  keep 
still  if  her  sister  said  anything  unkind  about  her  papa. 
She  kept  her  word  through  several  temptations  before 
the  day  was  over,  for  Carolyn  seemed  bent  upon  teasing 
her,  until  at  last  the  unpardonable  offense  came,  and 
the  pent-up  rage  was  something  terrible,  as  was  the  cool 
unkindness  of  the  sister.  It  burst  upon  her  like  a  flash 
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of  lightning,  and  was  as  quickly  over  when  Carolyn 
said: 

"Little  sister,  I  like  you  all  the  better  for  defending 
your  papa  so  valiantly;  he  must  be  better  than  I  have 
ever  thought  him ;  we  may  be  friends  yet  for  your  sake." 

"You  will  love  him  for  his  own  sake,  if  you  ever 
know  him,"  said  Evangeline ;  and  so  the  storm  ended — 
veritable  mental  thunder  and  lightning !  Alas !  and  yet 
there  is  hope  in  Love. 

LOUISE. 
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XXVII. 

INDIANOLA,  March  7,  18 — . 

MY  DEAREST  FANNY  :  It  was  as  good  as  a  day  in  the 
old  haunts,  in  the  dear  home,  to  get  your  letter.  If 
you  knew  how  refreshing  your  letters  always  are,  you 
would  send  them  oftener.  You  ought  to  realize  this,  if 
you  think  me  in  "a  grand  pen"  with  "a  spoiled  child" 
and  a  "grumpy  old  man." 

There  is  lots  of  sympathy  wasted  in  this  world,  and 
still  more  envy.  You  pity  me,  and  I  am  quite  happy 
with  this  spoiled  child  actually  growing  into  a  little 
darling,  making  her  "Miss  Louise"  daily  more  happy  in 
watching  her  progress ;  and  as  for  the  grumpy  old  man — 
well,  he  's  neither,  but  kind  and  winning,  a  gentle  man 
indeed,  cultivated,  full  of  love  for  every  one,  and  most 
of  all  for  spiritual  things. 

As  to  being  left  alone,  your  sympathy  is  again  wasted,, 
for  here  are  Lieutenant  Duvey  and  his  sister  come  to- 
make  Indianola  a  visit,  to  look  after  treasures  long 
stored  away.  Mrs.  Lorends  was  Mrs.  Duvey,  a  widow. 
These  are  her  son  and  daughter.  They  have  never  lived 
at  home  since  her  marriage  to  Mr.  Lorends.  As  an  evi 
dence  of  his  goodness,  I  will  tell  you  that  he  has  gone  to 
Europe  to  give  them  entire  freedom  in  their  old  home. 

You  will  not  be  surprised  to  learn  that  I  find  Mr. 
Duvey  more  agreeable  than  his  sister.  Strange  ? 

We  have  two  visitors  now,  and  only  think  how  de 
lighted  I  am  that  one  of  them  is  a  friend  of  yours.  When 
they  first  came  I  was  quite  reserved,  as  a  governess  ought 
to  be.  I  ordered  our  luncheon  and  dinner  in  our  break 
fast-room,  and  decided  not  to  join  them  unless  rspe- 
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cially  urged  to  do  so.  Miss  Duvey  did  not  demur  to 
my  arrangements,  and  tilings  went  very  quietly  with  us 
for  a  day  or  two,  when  our  boudoir  was  invaded  by  our 
lieutenant  with  a  young  lady  upon  his  arm. 

"Miss  Varena,"  he  said,  "permit  me  to  introduce  you 
to  Miss  Warner." 

She  at  once  said,  "Miss  Varena,  do  you  know  Miss 
Fanny  Roland  ?" 

"Miss  Warner,  she  is  my  dearest  friend,"  I  ex 
claimed,  for  I  was  so  surprised  that  all  my  dignity  van 
ished,  and  I  blushed,  I  dare  say,  like  a  girl  of  sixteen 
at  the  mention  of  her  lover. 

"She  certainly  is  a  bright  and  lovely  girl,  and  has 
been  quite  a  belle  since  she  came  to  New  York." 

Don't  be  vain,  my  dear ;  I  only  want  you  to  know  that 
your  own  report  has  been  confirmed,  and  to  thank  you 
for  the  pleasant  things  you  must  have  said  of  your 
Louise  to  have  given  Miss  Warner  the  kind  impression 
she  evidently  had.  She  told  me  how  warmly  you  had 
thanked  her  for  the  beautiful  songs  she  sang,  and  how 
enthusiastically  you  had  spoken  of  her  voice  being  so 
like  mine. 

"I  asked  her  the  name  of  this  charming  friend,"  she 
said,  "hoping  I  might  some  time  have  the  pleasure  of 
meeting  her.  She  hoped  I  might,  but  feared  it  would 
be  a  long  time,  as  she  had  gone  to  the  country  to  remain 
a  year;  and  only  think  of  my  meeting  you  in  just  this 
little  while !  When  I  had  finished  singing  to-night,  Mr. 
Duvey  said,  'You  sing  the  same  songs  with  the  same 
sweet,  sympathetic  voice  we  have  so  much  enjoyed  since 
we  came  here.' 

"'You  mystify  me,'  I  said.  'Who  or  what  do  you 
mean  ?' 

"  'There  is  a  Miss  Varena  here/  he  said,  'whose  voice 
is  beautiful.' 
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"  'Miss  Varena  ?    Can  it  be  Louise  Varena  ?' 

"  'That  is  her  name.    Do  you  know  her  ?' 

"  'No,  but  I  should  love  to,  for  I  met  an  enthusiastic 
friend  of  hers  only  a  week  or  two  ago,  who  said  she  was 
in  the  country,  but  I  never  dreamed  that  it  could  be 
here.' 

"  'Here  she  is,  and  we  will  go  in  search  of  her,'  he 
said,  and  I  cannot  tell  you  how  glad  I  am  to  have  found 
you  so  quickly." 

Wasn't  it  lovely,  dearest  Fanny  ?  You  did  not  dream 
you  were  doing  me  such  good  service,  did  you?  But 
things  never  happen  in  the  realm  of  the  Good,  who  or 
ders  all  things,  even  to  the  very  least.  You  know  all 
things  work  together  for  good  to  them  who  love  good. 

Now  I  must  tell  you  a  story,  perhaps  I  might  not 
otherwise  have  told  you,  that  you  may  see  how  im 
portant  your  kind  words  were,  and  how  they  brought 
forth  good  fruit.  Dear  heart,  it  is  a  law ;  though  you  do 
not  know  that  it  is,  yet  you  fulfilled  it. 

The  evening  before  these  young  ladies  came  I  was  at 
my  window.  It  had  been  the  first  warm  spring  day.  The 
air  was  sweet  and  mild,  and  I  had  opened  it  to  enjoy  the 
breeze  from  the  southland,  murmuring  through  the 
branches  of  the  grand  old  trees  in  the  park. 

Presently  I  heard  voices  and  footsteps.  Mr.  and  Miss 
Duvey  were  also  enjoying  the  balmy  night. 

"Ge-o,  I  don't  mean  to  introduce  my  friends  to 
Miss  Louise,"  said  Miss  Duvey,  in  a  loud  voice. 

"The  deuce  you  don't !"  said  Mr.  Duvey,  still  louder. 

I  smiled  a  smile,  "peculiar  and  bland." 

"Why  not,  my  dear  ?"  he  said. 

I  was  innocent  and  interested. 

"Well,"  she  said,  stopping  short  in  their  walk,  right 
beneath  me,  "we  know  nothing  about  her.  She  seems 
nice  enough,  but  we  know  nothing  of  her  family  or  asso- 
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ciations,  and  I  would  not  run  the  risk  of  introducing  her 
to  these  fashionable  girls ;  it  might  embarrass  them  very 
much  some  time  to  meet  her  and  be  obliged  to  know 
her." 

"Nonsense,  sister.  Any  one  who  has  seen  anything  of 
society  can  be  sure  she  is  all  right,  a  lady  from  tip  to 
toe,  no  matter  who  her  great-great-grandfather  was,  or 
grandmother,  either.  These  city  girls  might  be  glad  to 
know  Miss  Louise.  I  '11  bet  you  gloves  to  cigars  she  is 
the  best  looking  of  the  three." 

"Ge-o,  I  wish  you  wouldn't  make  yourself  ridicu 
lous,"  she  said.  "A  pretty  face  always  did  turn  your 
head." 

"Granted,"  he  replied,  "especially  if  there  is  a  foot  to 
match,  a  voice  like  an  angel's,  brightness,  and  goodness 
ditto.  Caddy,  you  ought  to  be  proud  to  be  able  to  intro 
duce  your  friends  to  a  woman  like  Miss  Louise ;  she  's  a 
credit  to  the  musty  old  place." 

Fanny,  I  know  you  are  both  smiling  and  indignant  by 
this  time,  but  hear  it  out. 

"George,  you  are  daft,"  said  Miss  Duvey.  "She  is- 
only  a  governess,  and  I  simply  won't  do  it." 

"I  '11  save  you  the  trouble ;  I  '11  do  it  myself,"  the  gen 
tleman  said. 

"No,  you  won't ;  I  won't  have  it,"  she  said,  stamping 
her  foot  upon  the  pavement.  "I  would  not  have  invited 
the  girls  if  I  had  supposed  you  were  going  to  make  a 
fool  of  yourself  and  of  me,  too,  by  subjecting  me  to  an 
embarrassment  of  this  kind." 

"Well,  sister,  don't  get  so  angry,"  said  he,  as  they 
started  again.  "I  '11  leave  the  matter  entirely  to  you. 
If  I  am  not  greatly  mistaken  in  my  estimate  of  the 
young  lady,  she  is  far  too  considerate  and  too  smart  to 
put  anybody  in  an  embarrassing  position,  especially 
herself,"  and  passed  beyond  my  hearing. 
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Well — words  are  inadequate.  I  had  intended  to  keep 
quite  away  from  these  expected  guests,  and  you  can  un 
derstand  iny  satisfaction  in  having  already  given  orders 
to  that  effect. 

After  my  pleasant  introduction  to  Miss  Warner  I  de- 
.clined  their  cordial  invitation  to  go  with  them  to  the 
drawing-room  for  some  music. 

Doubtless  Miss  Warner  satisfied  "Lady  Carolyn"  as 
to  my  social  standing,  thanks  to  you.  What  became  of 
the  governess  objection  you  will  have  to  imagine. 

The  next  evening  I  received  a  pressing  invitation  to 
dine  with  them,  Miss  Duvey  coming  with  Miss  Staunton, 
as  soon  as  they  had  breakfasted,  and  insisting  upon  my 
doing  so,  and  giving  them  as  much  time  as  my  duties 
would  permit. 

I  of  course  accepted  the  new  situation,  and  have  been 
amply  repaid,  not  only  forgiving,  but  forgetting  the  of 
fense.  After  my  long  fast — of  youthful  companion 
ship — it  has  been  a  most  agreeable  experience. 

It  is  a  touch  of  old  times  pouring  into  your  ready  ear 
this  tattling  tale.  You  wanted  reams,  so  I  am  quite 
within  bounds. 

Ever  your  loving  and  grateful 

LOUISE. 
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XXVIII. 

NEW  T— ,  March  10,  18—. 

MY  PRECIOUS  ONE  :  I  cannot  tell  you  how  interested 
I  am  in  the  varied  characters  with  which  your  letters 
bring  me  in  touch.  How  different  they  are  made  to  ap 
pear  from  changed  points  of  view,  as  you  unfold  them 
to  me  from  various  incidents !  I  see  very  often  the  wis 
dom  of  the  apostolic  injunction,  "Judge  not."  I  will 
not  discuss  them,  but  wait  for  further  developments 
from  your  deeper  insight  into  their  history  and  charac 
ters. 

And,  dear,  I  do  not  think  there  was  any  occasion  for 
your  indignation  with  Lieutenant  Duvey.  Surely  he 
meant  no  harm.  You  may  think  it  partiality  on  my 
part,  but  it  seems  the  most  natural  thing  in  the  world 
that  people  should  like  you ;  yes,  I  shall  make  it  stronger 
than  that,  love  you. 

You  never  had  a  lover  that  I  did  not  feel  like  taking 
his  hand  and  saying,  "What  a  sensible  fellow  you  aref 
She  is  nice,  better  than  you  know." 

I  hear  you  crying  out  and  see  you,  as  in  the  past,, 
stopping  your  ears;  but  if  any  man  wants  to  commend 
himself  to  me,  that  is  the  shortest  road  to  my  favor. 
You  may  present  my  regards  to  Mr.  Duvey  and  tell  him 
he  is  a  sensible  man,  and  a  man  of  taste. 

Do  you  remember  a  pretty  blue-eyed  girl  in  Mr.  G's 
store?  She  was  ill  before  you  left  home.  Mrs.  B — , 
who  has  been  healing  some  sick  folk,  went  to  see  her, 
and,  finding  her  very  receptive  and  anxious  to  get  well, 
offered  to  treat  her.  She  did  so  with  such  success  that 
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in  three  days  the  girl  was  up,  although  she  had  been  so 
weak  that  for  some  time  she  had  to  be  lifted  on  a  sheet; 
really  in  the  very  last  stages  of  consumption. 

I  heard  of  it  and  went  to  see  her  to  learn  if  the  story 
were  really  true.  I  found  her  sitting  by  the  window 
trimming  a  hat.  She  was  glad  to  see  me  and  to  tell 
about  her  wonderful  healing,  giving  me  permission  to 
report  it  for  the  benefit  of  others. 

Mrs.  B —  called  to  see  her  several  times,  finding  her 
steadily  improving  and  visiting  her  neighbors,  until  the 
last  time  she  went.  Much  to  her  surprise  and  regret  she 
found  her  patient  in  tears. 

"Oh,  I  am  so  sorry  you  have  come,"  she  said.  "I 
wish  you  had  never  come." 

"Why  ?"  asked  Mrs.  B — ,  in  astonishment. 

"Because  Father  X —  has  been  to  see  me  and  has  for 
bidden  me  to  see  you.  You  know  I  cannot  give  up  my 
church." 

"You  need  not  do  that;  only  to  get  well  is  your 
need." 

"I  wish  I  had  never  seen  you ;  it  has  given  me  so  much 
trouble." 

"Dear  child,  I  am  very  sorry.  What  are  you  going 
to  do  about  it?" 

"I  don't  know ;  die,  I  guess." 

"I  hope  not,  dear.  Health  is  your  birthright  as  God's 
child." 

Mrs.  B —  tried  to  reassure  her,  but  was  obliged  to 
leave  her  weeping  bitterly,  all  her  former  joy  in  re 
gained  strength  turned  to  sorrow,  her  friends  reproach 
ing  her  unkindly  for  having  been  healed. 

Ere  long  the  old  symptoms  of  disease  returned.  Many 
weeks  of  suffering  have  intervened,  and  yesterday  she 
was  buried. 

Is  it  not  sad  and  deeply  to  be  deplored  that  the  long 
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hiatus  in  healing  the  sick  as  Jesus  healed  them  shuts 
out  the  Lord's  lambs  from  the  living  pastures,  where 
alone  they  are  truly  fed  on  that  Bread  which  comes  down 
from  above,  life  and  health  giving  ? 

Not  more  opposed  to  the  spiritual  interpretation  of 
the  Scriptures  and  its  healing  power  is  this  Christian 
fold  than  many  another.  This  was  a  kind-hearted  pas 
tor,  doing  his  duty  as  he  saw  it,  striving  to  be  faithful 
to  his  flock.  I  would  not  judge  him.  "Father,  forgive 
them;  they  know  not  what  they  do."  But,  oh,  the  pity 
of  it !  The  error  that  condemns  the  mind  to  sin  and  the 
body  to  suffer  through  all  of  earthly  days  we  must  con 
demn  even  to  its  annihilation,  while  loving  all  men,  es 
pecially  those  who  bear  the  sacred  name  of  Christ.  Every 
time  the  sign  of  the  cross  is  made  does  it  not  mean,  "I  am 
crucified  with  Christ,  nevertheless  I  live;  yet  not  I,  but 
Christ  liveth  in  me,  and  the  life  which  I  now  live"  is 
not  I,  not  the  old  I,  which  is  dead,  but  the  new  I,  the 
living  Christ? 

I  love  the  good  the  Holy  Catholic  Church  has  done 
and  is  doing.  Its  spirit  of  self-sacrifice  and  of  obedi 
ence  to  constituted  law  has  been  and  is  a  wonderful  fac 
tor  in  the  world's  advancement.  It  is  a  vast  autonomy 
symbolizing  the  unity  of  the  divine  and  the  human, — 
the  exalted  authority  to  which  obedience  is  due.  The 
purity,  goodness,  and  virtues  of  the  revered  heads  of 'the 
Church  must  under  their  system  be  a  blessing  to  all  who 
follow  Christ's  example  and  obey  the  spirit  of  his  teach 
ings. 

Love,  sweeping  away  the  errors  of  the  flesh  which  the 
self-sacrifice,  crucifixions,  and  renunciations  of  all 
fleshly  ties  have  helped  to  prepare  the  way  for,  in  the 
consecrated  lives  of  hosts  of  pure,  gentle  women  and  of 
God-fearing  and  earnest  men  devoting  their  lives  to  good 
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works,  with  loving  hearts  must  ultimately  bring  the 
blessings  for  which  they  have  so  long  prayed — the  su- 
pre'macy  of  the  divine. 

The  faith  in  miracles  as  supernatural  interventions  of 
divine  power  is  giving  way  to  the  understanding  of  the 
divine  Law  of  Love  that  heals.  How  all  these  dear  peo 
ple,  our  brethren  in  Christ,  will  rejoice  in  the  kingdom 
come,  in  proving  holiness,  health,  and  happiness — all 
earthly  blessings — the  present  heritage  of  all  the 
Father's  children. 

Oh,  that  we  may  be  more  and  more  faithful  in  over 
coming  evil,  even  unto  the  death  of  the  false  sense  of 
man,  and,  walking  in  newness  of  life,  prove  our  heavenly 
birthright  and  that  of  others  in  healing  sin  and  sickness. 

Ever  your  fond 

MOTHER. 

P.  S. — In  fullness  of  thought  I  have  not  written  of 
Mr.  Nantz's  proposed  trip  West.  It  would  deprive  Law 
rence  of  his  tutor  and  grieve  us  all.  He  has  obviated 
the  first  objection  in  urging  me  to  let  his  pupil  go  with 
him.  The  pupil  is  very  enthusiastic  over  the  prospect. 
What  do  you  think  of  it  ?  It  certainly  would  be  a  grand 
opportunity  for  our  boy.  I  must  have  your  views  before 
coming  to  a  decision.  Henry  approves. 
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XXIX. 

A—,  March  12,  18—. 

MY  DAELING  SISTER  :  I  was  sitting  quietly  and  cosily 
by  my  comfortable  fire,  feeling  as  contented  as  a  baby 
with  a  rattle  or  a  dog  with  a  half-picked  bone.  I  had 
taken  a  fine  bath  and  eaten  a  magnificently  immense 
dinner.  The  room  was  beautifully  swept  and  every 
thing  in  order;  and  just  as  I  had  gained  the  middle  of  a 
chapter  in  moral  science,  endeavoring  to  learn  in  what 
law  and  moral  law,  action  and  moral  action  consist,  in 
came  Mrs.  Morton  with  your  letter. 

Hurrah !  it  caught  me  in  exactly  the  right  fix.  Noth 
ing  was  ever  more  richly  enjoyed.  Filled  with  grateful 
love,  struck  with  a  proper  sense  of  my  duty  to  the  joy 
of  my  heart  and  the  sweetness  of  my  soul,  I  instantly 
squared  about  and  commenced  an  answer. 

Your  advice  was  greedily  devoured.  Experience  is 
the  truest  teacher,  and  I  would  guide  myself  by  yours 
as  willingly  as  my  own.  It  is  reassuring  that  you  ap 
proved  of  my  way  of  thinking. 

I  know  some  girls,  or  young  ladies  I  should  say; 
there  don't  seem  to  be  any  more  "girls,"  but  at  present 
there  breathes  not  a  damsel  who  engages  more  attention 
from  me  than  natural  courtesy  demands. 

My  own  I  love  as  sincerely  and  ardently  as  ever  hu 
man  heart  could  love.  You,  my  Louise,  will  be  the 
standard  by  which  I  shall  test  the  quality  of  "ye 
woming,"  if  ever  I  get  serious  in  my  attentions  to  any 
one. 

I  have  seen  some  clever  boys,  have  plenty  of  amuse- 
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ment,  and  what  I  was  doing  when  your  letter  came  will 
show  you  that  I  am  going  right  on  where  I  left  off  with 
Mr.  Nantz. 

I,  too,  am  in  a  literary  club.  There  has  been  a  good 
deal  of  excitement  in  the  meetings.  I  have  made  two 
speeches,  taken  part  in  two  debates,  and  am  down  for 
an  essay  next  month ;  thus  you  see  I  am  not  in  danger  of 
rusting  mentally. 

I  am  delighted  with  Reny's  proposed  trip ;  it  is  almost 
better  than  taking  it  myself.  To  think  of  his  going  with 
Mr.  Nantz,  his  tutor — why,  it  is  a  high  popolorum 
scheme !  Then,  to  go  part  of  the  way  on  horseback — 
dear  me,  but  it  does  look  fascinating  to  a  boy.  How  I 
did  love  to  hear  papa  tell,  when  I  was  a  wee  chap,  of  his 
adventures  on  the  plains  before  he  was  married !  Every 
boy  has  the  dream  of  "Westward  ho."  Mine  has  never 
troubled  me,  but  I  shall  get  there  some  fine  day,  if  it  is 
only  as  a  sightseer. 

Mr.  Dranton  is  at  home,  really  enthusiastic  over  his 
beloved  wife's  improvement.  He  is  not  a  bit  mealy- 
mouthed  in  giving  credit  to  whom  credit  is  due.  Has  a. 
ready  rejoinder  to  every  objector  and  a  reason  for  the 
faith  that  is  in  him. 

Soon  after  his  return  one  of  his  old  friends  came  into 
his  office  and  said,  "Dranton,  I  hear  your  wife  has  taken 
up  with  a  new  fad  of  some  sort  down  in  Florida." 

"Fad  ?  Do  you  call  it  a  fad  for  a  dying  woman  to  be 
brought  back  to  life  and  health  ?  Do  you  call  it  a  fad  to 
pray  to  God  ?  Do  you  call  it  a  fad  when  the  prayer  is 
answered  and  you  see  the  results  with  your  own  eyes,  a 
transformation  that  is  amazing  ?  a  smile  and  the  peace  of 
freedom  from  suffering  where  pain  and  grief  have  held 
full  sway  for  many  months,  for  years — is  that  a  fad  ? 

"Pardon,  good  brother,"  said  his  friend ;  "can  all  you 
say  be  possible  ?" 
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"God's  own  good  truth,  and  I  would  be  a  craven  and 
an  ingrate  not  to  be  thankful  and  praise  the  Divine 
Power  that  has  wrought  the  wonder.  And  I  have  learned 
that  there  is  no  need  to  fly  from  place  to  place  in  search 
of  health,  which  is  generally  an  ignis  fatuus  to  the  seeker 
— at  least  I  have  found  it  so.  We  have  all  talked  about 
God  being  everywhere,  but  we  have  never  set  much  store 
by  the  great  fact.  These  Christian  Scientists  prove  it. 
I  have  seen  the  proof.  I  have  learned  this,  that  we  are 
not  dependent  upon  climate  or  anything  else,  but  upon 
the  living  God,  who  is  everywhere.  Think  of  the  igno 
rance  that  has  led  me  to  break  up  my  family,  time  and 
time  again,  to  fly  to  more  salubrious  climates  when  a 
modicum  of  Truth  would  have  saved  time,  money,  worry, 
everything  I  have  been  painfully  subjected  to,  and 
would  have  given  my  precious  wife  health." 

And  just  so  he  talks  to  every  one  who  broaches  the 
subject.  Yes,  Lou,  I  have  lived  long  enough  to  know 
how  much  easier  it  is  to  make  good  resolutions  than  to 
keep  them,  but  the  higher  the  aim  the  higher  the  arrow 
will  fly,  and  what  arrow  can  be  higher  than  the  one  you 
charge  me  to  aim — to  know  myself  as  the  very  own  child 
of  God — Good.  "If  the  Father  is  perfect,  the  child,  as 
His  reflection,  must  be  so,  no  matter  how  we  seem." 
What  a  thought  is  that  to  work  on  and  up  from !  How  I 
thank  you  for  it,  and  for  the  rest ! 

"No  more  paving  hell  with  good  resolutions,  for  no 
sin  is  forgiven  unless  it  is  forsaken,  and  no  good  counts 
unless  it  is  done."  Grand. 

HENRY. 
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XXX. 

INDIANOLA,  March  16,  18 — . 

DEAREST:  Mr.  Duvey  would  doubtless  be  very  pro 
found  in  his  expressions  of  gratitude  if  he  knew  how 
you  regard  his  feelings  toward  your  daughter.  Kest  as 
sured  that  he  will  never  know.  I  think  he  was  very 
hasty,  if  not  indelicate,  in  thinking  I  would  accept  his 
protestations. 

Our  guests  have  turned  out  beautifully.  One  of  them, 
Miss  Warner,  had  met  Frank  Eoland  and  was  very 
cordial  and  all  were  musical.  They  have  some  men 
friends  now,  and  I  have  again  gone  into  my  shell. 

Your  story  of  that  poor  girl  was  very  sad.  The  mental 
and  bodily  hospitals,  and  the  world  over  are  full  of  suf 
ferers  who  think  that  it  is  God's  will  for  them  to  bear 
all  the  ills  that  afflict  them,  and  yet  inconsistently  try 
to  overcome  them  with  medicines. 

We  have  all  been  guilty,  in  our  ignorance,  of  this  de 
plorable  way  of  thinking,  and  as  long  as  there  was  no 
way  out  for  mortals  consigned  to  the  hopeless  suffering 
of  incurable  disease,  divine  healing  being  lost  to  hu 
manity,  it  was  a  comfort  to  think  it  God's  will,  a  cross 
laid  upon  a  loved  one  by  the  dear  Father  for  some  mys 
terious  purpose,  to  be  borne  patiently  for  Jesus'  sake, 
who  suffered  for  men. 

How  many  of  God's  dearest  saints  have  thus  tri 
umphed  over  the  agonies  of  invalidism  through  long 
years  of  patient  waiting  for  death,  the  only  hope  of  re 
lease.  Kissing  the  cross  and  the  dear  hand  that  they 
thought  laid  it  upon  them,  they  had  their  reward ;  but, 
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Dearest,  what  a  dreadful,  cruel  misconception  of  Love — 
our  Father ! 

"In  burnt  offerings  and  sacrifices  for  sin  thou  hast 
had  no  pleasure ;  then  said  I,  Lo,  I  come  to  do  thy  will, 
0  God,"  and  then  He  healed  all  who  came  to  him. 

The  whole  world  was  asleep,  ground  down  to  the  dust 
by  this  awful  error  of  belief  in  the  reality  and  power 
of  evil,  notwithstanding  all  the  words  and  works  of 
Christ  and  his  apostles,  and  an  open  Bible,  ever  since 
Luther  brought  it  out  of  the  cloisters,  until  this  glori 
ous  discovery  of  the  Science  of  Christ  has  wakened  it,  as 
by  a  bugle  call  to  a  higher  and  better  understanding  of 
the  will— the  Word  of  God. 

Your  idea  of  having  Keny  go  with  Mr.  Nantz  is  capi 
tal.  You  have  my  full  consent  and  concurrence  in  any 
plans  you  may  decide  upon,  but  do  you  see  what  you  are 
doing,  Precious?  Why,  you  will  have  only  John  for 
head  of  the  house.  Don't  be  too  self-sacrificing,  forget 
ting  yourself  completely  in  thinking  of  your  children's 
good  and  pleasure. 

The  weather  is  beautiful,  and  yesterday  Angel  and  I 
walked  out  to  see  Milly,  whom  we  found  cheerful  and 
glad  to  see  us.  She  petted  her  baby,  telling  her  there 
were  a  lot  of  children  in  the  grove  hunting  wild  flowers. 
She  was  eager  to  join  them,  and  I  left  her  with  the 
teacher  and  went  back  for  my  long-desired  talk  with 
Milly. 

"What  is  or  was  the  matter  with  Mr.  Lorends,"  I 
asked,  promptly,  "that  made  you  lament  him  as  one  dead 
and  this  little  girl  almost  as  an  orphan  ?  Why  did  you 
talk  so?  He  seems  very  much  alive." 

"Oh,  miss,"  she  said,  shaking  her  head,  "it  is  a  very 
sad  story.  It  nearly  breaks  my  heart  to  think  of  it. 
My  dear,  dear  boy,  Mr.  Jimmy." 
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"But  tell  me  quickly/*  I  urged;  "the  child  will  be 
back." 

"Well,"  she  began,  "they  ought  to  have  been  happy; 
there  never  was  a  lovelier  baby,  a  finer  boy,  a  more  prom 
ising  youth,  or  a  nobler,  grander  man  than  Mr.  James, 
and  she  was  a  beautiful  woman,  very  rich,  and  she 
wanted  to  be  good  and  do  right,  but  somehow  did 
wrong." 

I  tried  in  vain  to  bring  her  to  the  point  in  question. 
I  had  given  her  license  to  talk,  and  was  obliged  to  let 
her  do  it  in  her  own  rambling  way.  I  cannot  tell  you 
all  she  said,  but  gathered  this,  that  Mrs.  Lorends  had  a 
strange,  wilful,  selfish,  and  jealous  disposition,  fretful, 
"oneasy,"  no  rest  ever  day  or  night.  Her  husband, 
never  strong  physically,  became  nervous,  irritable,  un 
happy,  and  took — well,  any  and  everything  to  invoke 
sleep  and  self-forgetfulness — drugs,  drink. 

You  know  perhaps  better  than  I  do  all  that  this 
means.  It  accounts  for  all  his  strange,  fitful  habits  since 
I  came.  At  times  calm  and  gentle  and  then  keeping  out 
of  sight  for  days  together,  then  abstracted,  excited,  or 
morbidly  reserved.  Is  it  not  dreadful  ? 

"Oh,  Miss,"  she  said,  wiping  her  eyes,  "he  is  gone, 
gone,  gone.  He  '11  never  get  over  it.  .One  by  one  she 
insulted  beyond  bearing  every  one  of  his  friends.  They 
tried  to  help  him,  but  it  was  no  use ;  they  had  just  to 
give  him  up  as  one  dead,  and  he  'd  better  be,  he  'd  better 
liave  died!  To  see  such  a  man  go  down,  down,  down; 
no  wonder  it  broke  all  their  hearts.  There  are  some  men 
who  are  always  low  and  bad ;  you  sort  o'  expect  it,  but 
James  Lorends  was  the  pick  of  the  family.  You  could 
have  gone  the  world  over  and  not  have  found  such  a  man. 
He  could  do  anything,  preaching,  music,  painting,  draw 
ing,  writing,  pure  and  bright  as  a  star,  and  good  as  an 
angel." 
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"Oh,  Milly,"  I  said,  "you  must  be  partial." 

"Well,  Miss,"  she  said,  slowly  and  sadly,  "I  s'pect  I 
am.  You  see  I  had  lived  with  them  a  long  spell  before 
he  was  born.  Mrs.  Lorends  was  delicate  then,  and  she 
said,  'Milly,  take  the  baby  and  raise  him  by  hand/  And 
I  did,  and  never  left  the  house  from  that  day  until  I 
went  to  the  great  house  to  nurse  his  lovely  little  daugh 
ter. 

"To  be  sure,  I  nursed  the  other  children  that  came  be 
fore  him,  but  he  was  always  'Milly's  baby.'  He  is  truly  a 
man  among  ten  thousand,  so  pious  from  a  boy  that  he 
wanted  to  be  a  preacher,  and  what  a  one  he  would  have 
made!  Everybody  loved  and  believed  in  him." 

"Tell  me,  Milly,  how  came  he  to  marry  Mrs.  Duvey  ?" 
Just  then  Evangeline  came  in.  I  took  her  on  my  lap 
and  said :  "Milly  is  going  to  tell  about  your  papa's  and 
mamma's  courtship.  Do  you  want  to  hear  it  ?" 

She  was  delighted. 

"It  was  a  love  match.  He  was  very  lovable,  and  she 
was  handsome  and  lovable,  too,  when  she  felt  well, 
but—" 

"Xever  mind  that.  Please  go  on  with  the  story,"  I 
urged. 

"She  was  driving,  still  wearing  her  mourning,  when 
her  horses  scared  and  ran  along  the  river  bank  at  fear 
ful  speed.  Mr.  Lorends,  who  was  riding  a  fine,  high- 
spirited  horse,  saw  the  runaways  coming,  realized  the 
danger,  and  seized  the  bridle  of  the  near  horse  as  they 
passed.  He  was  almost  torn  from  his  horse,  but  held  on 
until  the  coachman  sprang  upon  the  other  horse,  and 
the  footman,  coming  to  his  assistance,  the  danger  was 
over. 

"That 's  the  grand,  fearless  man  he  was,  when  he  had 
the  courage  to  act  a  man's  part,"  she  said,  exultingly. 

Too  much  excited  and  exhausted  to  properly  thank 
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her  rescuer  for  his  heroic  service,  she  sent  him  daily 
missives  expressing  gratitude  or  making  inquiries  as  to 
his  recovery  from  injuries  received  in  saving  her,  with 
flowers  and  fruits,  begging  his  attendance  upon  her  as 
soon  as  he  was  able,  as  she  wished  to  thank  him  per 
sonally. 

She  found  him  as  pure  and  gentle,  refined  and  culti 
vated,  as  he  had  proven  himself  manly  and  courageous. 
A  mutual  love  for  music,  books,  flowers,  and  all  things 
beautiful  warmed  into  ardent  friendship,  and  at  last 
into  love. 

"They  ought  to  have  been  happy,"  she  said,  "for  they 
had  everything  on  earth  to  make  them  so,  but  it  was 
'the  little  foxes  that  spoiled  the  vines';  little  nothings, 
worries,  mountains  made  out  of  mole-hills,  worldly 
things  taking  up  every  minute.  Mr.  James  was  never 
used  to  that,  they  had  plenty  and  peace,  too,  in  his  old 
home.  Oh,  Miss,  the  deceitfulness  of  riches  made  their 
misery. 

"It  was  a  great  blow  to  Mr.  James  when  he  learned 
that  Mrs.  Duvey's  children  had  been  sent  away  because 
of  their  mother's  marriage.  He  did  all  he  could  to  win 
them  back,  but  in  vain.  They  were  of  the  same  unfor 
giving  blood.  It  was  hate  everything  that  crosses  your 
will ;  my  will,  right  or  wrong — their  motto. 

"Do  you  know,"  lowering  her  voice  to  a  whisper,  "they 
say  who  know  more  about  it  than  I  do,  that  there  is  a 
curse  on  the  place  or  money  or  something  ?" 

"Stop !  stop !  Milly,"  I  said ;  "do  not  repeat  idle  tales 
that  will  spoil  your  story." 

How  the  blessed  salvation  that  has  come  to  this  sad, 
sin-sick,  worrying  world  looms  up  in  great  glory  to  re 
deem  mortals  from  themselves !  Here  is  the  hope  for  all 
the  world  and  the  one  and  only  hope  for  Indianola.  God 
speed  the  work  and  use  me  in  His  service. 
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Oh,  to  bring  every  thought  into  obedience  to  Truth. 
Easily  said,  but  to  do  it — "aye,  there  's  the  rub/' 

Pray  for  me,  mother  dear,  the  prayer  that  proves  that 
all  is  Good.  Its  absolute  supremacy  is  my  one  hope  and 
guiding  star. 

Devotedly  your  own, 

LOUISE. 
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XXXI. 

NEW  Y— ,  March  20,  18—. 

MY  EVER  DEAR  LOUISE  :  Your  letter  was  a  bit  of  old 
times  indeed,  a  fine  treat.  What  a  creature  my  "Lady 
Carolyn"  must  be!  I  have  no  use  whatever  for  such  a 
specimen  of  womankind.  I  am  delighted  that  you  and 
Miss  Warner  have  met.  She  is  of  the  upper  crust,  puff 
paste,  and  of  the  finest  flavor.  Miss  Duvey  will  not  fail 
to  respect  you  henceforth,  and  if  she  gets  near  enough  to 
you  will  love  you,  as  everybody  else  does;  she  simply 
can't  help  it,  for  you  have  the  rare  art  of  loving  other 
people  out  of  their  own  selfishness — a  mystery  to  me. 

I  have  seen  Miss  Warner  since  her  return,  and  she 
could  not  say  enough  about  you ;  declares  she  would  have 
entered  the  lists  against  Lieutenant  Duvey  had  she  been 
a  man.  How  romantic !  A  naval  officer !  I  shall  be  on 
the  lookout  for  one  myself.  It  must  be  exciting  to  have 
a  lover  who  is  always  threatening  to  go  off  on  a  three 
years'  cruise. 

By  the  way,  Louise,  or  rather  'first  and  last,  I  did  not 
mean  to  jest  a  bit  in  this  letter,  for  I  am  full  of  earnest 
ness  and  of  new  and  better  thoughts,  having  had  a 
glimpse  of  The  Real — the  great  Reality  of  Being. 

One  of  my  aunts  thinks  just  as  you  do  about  Maud's 
illness.  As  the  world  goes,  she  is  a  greater  crank  than 
either  you  or  your  mother,  for  she  heals  the  sick,  though 
she  has  only  been  studying  this  last  year. 

She  wants  me  to  study  while  I  am  here  and  then 
•carry  the  good  news  home,  quite  sure  that  mamma  and 
papa  will  be  willing  to  have  me  do  it.  So  I  have  begun, 
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for,  do  you  know,  several  of  the  very  first  women  in  this 
great  city  are  interested  in  these  Christian  teachings, 
and  I  have  met  a  number  of  bright  young  men  and  love 
ly  girls  who  care  for  little  else. 

One  hears  something  of  it  at  almost  every  gathering. 
There  are  so  many  people  healed  of  all  sorts  of  diseases 
that  are  called  incurable  that  one  just  has  to  believe 
when  talking  to  the  people  themselves  who  have  been 
invalids  and  are  now  well. 

I  have  had  three  lessons,  most  beautiful  teaching — 
far  beyond  any  Utopian  dreams  I  have  ever  had. 

When  I  was  listening  to  the  first  lesson,  getting  a 
true  and  new  thought  of  God — Good,  as  to  who,  and 
what,  and  where  "our  Heavenly  Father"  is,  Life — our 
life — so  close,  so  real,  I  felt  almost  translated  to  an 
other  world ;  and  it  is  indeed  another,  Mind,  Spirit,  All 
and  in  all. 

And  later,  when  I  had  gained  an  inkling  as  to  who 
and  what  are  as  His  children,  His  very  own,  I  almost 
cried  with  a  strange  new-born  joy.  Oh,  it  is  so  wonder 
ful  !  Can  it  be  true  ?  It  seems  too  good  to  be  true.  But 
we  were  taught  every  word  out  of  the  Bible  and  "the  lit 
tle  book"  that  explains  the  Bible,  so  that  we  cannot  help 
but  see  it  is  truth. 

Then,  dear,  how  my  heart  has  gone  out  to  you.  I 
have  wondered  if  you  could  know  all  this,  and  have 
wished  that  my  arms  were  long  enough  to  embrace  you. 
I  actually  wanted  to  embrace  the  whole  world. 

Why,  Louise,  did  you  never  tell  me  about  it?  I 
would  not  have  ridiculed  and  turned  a  cold  shoulder 
to  it  if  I  had  known  what  it  was.  I  have  been  saying, 
"Our  Father"  over  and  over,  morning  and  night,  days, 
weeks,  months,  years — ever  since  I  could  lisp  it,  and 
never  until  now  have  I  had  the  faintest  idea  of  what  it 
meant  to  be  the  very  own  child  of  God — our  Father* 
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Why,  my  dear,  all  conceivable  blessedness  is  in  the 
thought  of  it. 

Louise,  I  have  never  in  all  my  life  been  so  interested 
in  anything.  So  many  dark,  puzzling  thoughts  seem 
to  be  clearing  up.  One  thing  has  troubled  me — being 
rich  seemed  to  be  wrong  and  wicked  when  other  people 
were  poor;  it  made  me  discontented  instead  of  thank 
ful;  and  now  to  know  that  it  is  not  anything  of  this 
world  that  can  make  or  unmake  happiness.  Happiness 
is  to  know  and  obey  our  Father;  riches  are  nothing  in 
comparison.  Money  riches — nothing;  spiritual  riches — 
everything.  "I  shall  be  satisfied  when  I  awake  with  thy 
likeness,"  and  nothing  else  should  or  can  satisfy  a  child 
of  the  Father. 

Besting  in  this  sweet  thought,  is,  we  are  told,  being  at 
home  in  our  Father's  house,  all  the  good  things  of  earth 
and  heaven,  good  gifts  from  him,  leaving  the  heart  free 
to  enjoy  and  to  dispense  His  gifts  of  love  with  a  free 
hand  to  others,  our  brothers  and  sisters,  for  are  not  all 
the  Father's  children? 

Did  it  ever  mean  anything  to  you  that  "God  made 
man  in  his  own  image  and  likeness?"  It  never  did  to 
me,  and  now  it  means,  oh,  so  much,  more  than  I  can  tell ; 
and  then  how  beautifully  it  is  all  summed  up  in  the 
words,  "And  God  saw  everything  that  he  had  made,  and 
behold  it  was  very  good" 

I  ought  to  stop,  but  I  must  say  just  this  one  thing 
more.  You  know  how  constantly  we  say  the  Gloria 
Patri,  "Glory  be  to  the  Father,  and  to  the  Son,  and  to 
the  Holy  Ghost ;  as  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now,  and 
ever  shall  be,  world  without  end."  Did  Mrs.  Beaumont 
tell  you  what  it  means,  how  we  are  right  here  and  now 
in  "the  world  without  end,"  "the  eternal  life"  ?  We  as 
the  children  of  God  are  good  because  He  is  good,  spirit 
ual  because  our  Father  is  Spirit.  "As  it  was  in  the  be- 


94  LOUISA  V ARENA 

ginning,"  when  man  was  created  like  his  Father;  "is 
now";  all  things  are  the  same  now,  for  God's  eternal 
creation  cannot  change.  He  being  "the  same  yesterday, 
to-day,  and  forever,"  that  which  He  creates  must  be  like 
himself,  unchangeable  and  eternal,  "and  ever  shall  be, 
world  without  end." 

Louise,  do  you  see  it?  It  means  we  are  all  living  in 
"the  world  without  end"  now.  We  have  a  true  life, 
and  "the  world  without  end"  is  the  true  environment  of 
that  true  life,  just  as  the  seeming  world  around  us  is  the 
environment  of  our  outward  appearance,  the  false  sense 
of  life,  "the  veil"  which  the  Scriptures  say  "has  been 
taken  away  in  Christ." 

Do  you  wonder  that  I  am  delighted?  I  was  always 
stumbling  along  in  Sunday  school,  never  did  like  to  read 
the  Bible,  for  I  could  not  understand  it ;  but  this  teach 
ing,  giving  me  a  truer  idea  of  the  very  same  things  I 
have  been  saying  ignorantly  all  my  life,  has  thrown  a 
wonderful  light  upon  it,  or  upon  me,  for  I  feel  as  though 
I  were  wakened  out  of  a  long  sleep  and  bad  dreams. 

Everything  in  New  York  has  gone  into  the  shade  in 
comparison  with  the  interest  we  find  in  this  new  and 
prolific  subject,  and  it  is  no  wonder.  We  have  gone  on 
like  ants  in  their  little  dark  nests,  and  we  suddenly 
wake  up  and  find  ourselves  angels,  no,  better  than  that — 
men  and  women  with  being  and  heritage  absolutely  di 
vine. 

Let  others  care  for  what  they  will,  when  I  can  get  rid 
of  the  groveling  human  by  awakening  to  a  living  con 
sciousness  of  the  Truth  as  Jesus  taught  it,  the  Saviour 
we  have  loved  because  he  was  so  good  and  lovely,  you 
may  believe  I  am  going  to  wake  up  and  work  hard 
enough,  now  that  Truth  points  the  way,  to  prove  my 
birthright. 

I  must  stop  some  time — I  will  stop  now.    I  know,  my 
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Louise,  you  are  rejoicing  with  me  in  this  new-found  joy 
and  hope.  "For  me  to  live  is  Christ" ;  for  you  "to  live  is 
Christ."  What  a  oneness !  I  never  knew  how  to  love  you 
before,  "ever  world  without  end."  "Ever" — even  that 
little  word  has  new  meaning. 

Ever  your  happy 

FRANCES. 
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XXXII. 

INDIANOLA,  March  23,  18 — . 

My  DEAH  PASTOR:  Forgive  me  if  I  press  right  on 
upon  the  subject  you  admonish  me  to  stop  thinking  of. 
It  is  impossible  until  I  have  fully  expressed  my  over 
flowing  thoughts  and  they  are  established  as  right,  or  are 
proven  wrong.  I  have  no  one  else  to  talk  with,  and 
every  unoccupied  moment  I  find  thought  dwelling  upon 
this  question  of  sin. 

You  ask  me  not  to  "puzzle  myself  with  words,"  and 
iell  me  I  am  "running  very  close  to  an  old  quicksand," 
dangerous  ground.  It  is  called  "An-ti-no-mi-an-ism." 
What  an  "ism"  that  is !  I  have  been  to  the  library,  and 
find  it  defined  as  "tenets  of  the  Antinomians,  who  main 
tain  that  under  the  gospel  dispensation  the  law  is  of  no 
use  or  obligation;  doctrines  which  supercede  the  neces 
sity  of  good  works  and  a  virtuous  life.  Attributed  to 
John  Agricola,  1538."  "Christians  freed  from  obliga 
tions  to  moral  law." 

I  cannot  enter  upon  a  doctrinal  discussion,  and  you  do 
not  wish  me  to,  and  therefore  bid  me  hush  all  these  ques 
tionings.  I  cannot  do  it.  Why,  when  I  ask  you  about 
the  privileges  of"  God's  children,  do  you  write  about 
this  "ism"  which  disregards  God's  law,  and  the  neces 
sity  for  good  works  and  virtuous  living  ?  Why,  my  dear 
friend,  if  we  are  God's  children,  made  in  His  likeness, 
having  the  same  Mind  that  is  in  Christ  Jesus,  our  elder 
brother,  how  can  we  disregard  God's  law  or  fail  to  do 
good  works  ?  And  what  can  give  better  promise  of  vir 
tuous  living? 
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We  cannot  hush  the  questionings  of  the  heart.  The 
time  for  blindly  believing  is  past.  Jesus  said,  The  spirit 
of  truth  shall  lead  you  into  all  truth,  and  "ye  shall  know 
the  truth  and  the  truth  shall  make  you  free." 

I  have  read  the  chapter  you  referred  me  to.  It  is  true, 
as  is  every  word  of  God;  sinners  must  always  confess 
themselves  sinners.  They  "are  not  subject  to  the  law  of 
God,  neither,  indeed,  can  be."  But  the  children  of  God 
are  surely  subject  to  His  law — it  is  written  in  their 
minds  and  hearts — and  to  that  alone.  Then  for  them  to 
confess  sin  is  to  deny  their  birthright.  Head  I.  John 
3 : 1-10. 

Are  we  not  sealed  with  the  sign  of  the  cross  in  token 
of  the  death  and  burial  of  "the  old  Adam  in  baptism"  ? 
That  is  ~the  confession  of  sin  from  which  we  rise  in 
"newness  of  life." 

Baptism  is  confession  that  everything  we  seem  to  be 
is  fit  for  nothing  but  death,  to  be  put  out  of  sight  and 
away  forever.  Immersion  emphasizes  this  great  truth 
so  fully  that  every  one  who  believes  in  it  should  realize 
the  risen  life  very  clearly  and  prove  it  very  practically. 
As  an  object-lesson  that  form  of  typically  washing  away 
the  sins  of  the  flesh  illustrates  the  teachings  of  the 
apostle  in  Romans  and  Colossians,  where  we  are  not  only 
dead,  but  "buried"  and  "risen  with  Christ."  You  say 
as  long  as  we  are  in  the  flesh  we  must  confess  sin.  I 
know  it ;  that  is  true,  but  the  apostle  says  we  are  not  in 
the  flesh,  but  in  the  Spirit,  if  Christ  is  in  us. 

You  think  it  shocking  to  talk  about  not  confessing 
sin.  St.  Paul  says,  "Ye  are  dead,"  and  "he  that  is  dead 
is  freed  from  sin."  If  these  texts  are  true,  is  it  not 
shocking  to  confess  sin?  "Reckon  yourselves  dead  in 
deed  unto  sin,  but  alive  unto  God."  If  this  text  and 
many  more  mean  anything,  they  mean  we  are  to  deny 
sin  and  destroy  it,  and  yet  we  confess  it.  Is  that  right? 
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Should  there  then  be  a  confession  of  sin  in  the  Prayer- 
Book? 

"He  that  is  born  of  God  cannot  sin."  What  then 
have  the  children  of  God  to  do  with  sin?  What  have 
the  members  of  Chirst  to  do  with  sin  ?  I  believe  I  asked 
these  questions  before.  Please  answer  them. 

Now,  my  dear  Mr.  Nantz,  I  have  unburdened  myself 
somewhat,  shocking  you  perhaps  still  more,  but  I  can 
not  help  it. 

My  dear  father  was,  as  you  know,  a  rector  of  the 
church.  Nothing  but  very  strong  convictions  could 
have  awakened  me  to  this  new  thought.  Trying  to 
live  as  a  child  of  God  should  live,  and  to  teach  a  little 
child  to  do  the  same,  makes  it  very  necessary  to  have 
true  thoughts,  good  clear  thoughts,  and  to  do  this  I  had 
to  get  away  from  sinful,  bad  thoughts.  Is  not  that  what 
the  apostle  means  by  "having  our  hearts  sprinkled  from 
an  evil  conscience"  ? 

I  do  not  know  whether  Frank  Roland  sees  this  as  I 
do,  but  she  has  been  getting  some  glorious  light,  and  I 
have  sent  her  letter  to  mamma;  if  you  are  interested 
you  can  read  it. 

I  am  delighted  with  Reny's  opportunity  of  making  the 
proposed  trip  with  you. 

Have  found  these  last  notes  even  more  interesting 
than  the  former.  Please  talk  with  my  wise  mother ;  she 
may  make  clear  to  you  what  I  have  but  crudely  ex 
pressed. 

Sincerely  your  friend, 

LOUISE  VARENA. 
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XXXIII. 

INDIANOLA,  March  30,  18 — . 

Oh,  how  I  wish  I  had  you  here  this  minute,  my 
precious  Fanny !  Why  was  your  letter  so  long  coming  ? 
Three  lessons  before  you  wrote  me  a  word !  But  why  do  I 
complain  when  I  am  so  happy  that  you  are  outstripping 
me  in  this  glorious  Truth? 

Now  we  shall  have  our  blessed  Maud  well.  Please, 
please  write  me  of  your  lessons.  I  know  what  this 
Truth  is  well  enough  to  know  that  you  will  be  as  anxious 
to  impart  it  as  I  can  be  to  receive  it.  You  know 
I  never  had  any  teaching  except  that  teacher  par  excel 
lence,  "the  book,"  and  I  really  need  none  other,  but  all 
you  write  is  so  deeply  interesting  and  helpful;  it  must 
give  one  such  confidence  to  have  the  individual  assur 
ance  that  a  teacher  gives. 

You  ask  me  why  I  never  told  you  about  it.  You 
rascal !  You  would  not  listen  to  one  word  on  that  sub 
ject.  Every  attempt  was  in  vain.  It  is  always  so.  You 
could  not  understand  me  until  there  was  a  responsive 
chord  to  vibrate  in  your  own  heart.  Will  you  believe  it  ? 
I  have  told  you  some  things  you  have  just  told  me. 

We  are  indeed  living  in  the  eternal  ever-present  now, 
"world  without  end."  You  put  it  beautifully,  always 
now.  The  true  exposition  of  our  dear  Gloria  Patri  is 
as  simple  as  it  is  beautiful.  Why  cannot  every  one  un 
derstand  it  so?  That  is  just  what  it  must  mean  if  it 
means  anything  reasonable  and  helpful.  It  is  a  won 
der  how  we  go  on  through  years  saying  words  that  mean 
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nothing  to  us  until  our  capacity  to  interpret  them  aright 
comes  through  spiritual  awakening. 

It  is  certainly  true  that  what  men  mostly  need  salva 
tion  from  is  ignorance.  Nothing  but  an  ever  growing 
love  and  knowledge  of  Truth  can  redeem  this  sleepy 
world;  and,  oh,  the  joy  that  Christ  Jesus  is  revealed  to 
us  as  the  very  life  of  man,  the  only  life ! 

We  have  gone  on  saying  "Our  Father/'  as  ignorant 
as  Hottentots  of  the  meaning  of  it.  To  think  of  God 
being  the  Father  of  all  men  "made  in  his  image,"  just 
as  our  beloved  Jesus  was,  that  we  are  made  in  His  image, 
and  then  confess  ourselves  as  "miserable  sinners."  What 
do  you  think  of  it  ?  Is  the  Father  in  heaven,  the  Father 
of  our  Lord  and  Master,  who  called  men  brethren,  the 
Father  of  sinners  ?  Dreadful  thought ! 

If  the  question  of  sin  was  forever  settled  on  the  cross, 
and  the  resurrection  of  Christ  and  his  ascension  to  the 
right  hand  of  the  Father  proved  the  Father  satisfied 
with  the  pure  sacrifice,  then  we  who  are  said  to  be  made 
members  of  Christ  in  baptism  and  sealed  with  the  sign 
of  the  cross,  are  not  sinners,  are  we?  Doesn't  the  cross 
mean,  the  old  Adam  dead?  Then  why  do  we  confess 
sin  every  Sunday?  It  should  not  be  in  the  Prayer- 
Book;  it  keeps  the  "old  I"  alive.  I  have  written  to 
Mr.  Nantz  about  it.  Ask  your  teacher  if  it  is  right  for 
us  to  confess  ourselves  sinners. 

Paul's  epistle  to  the  Hebrews,  tenth  chapter,  says  the 
sacrifices  that  made  a  remembrance  of  sins  every  year 
in  the  old  dispensation  were  set  aside  by  the  pure  and 
better  sacrifice,  once  for  all,  of  the  Lamb  of  God,  who 
put  away  sin  by  the  sacrifice  of  himself,  sanctifying 
and  perfecting  man  forever.  Just  read  it  all.  I  am 
stirred  to  the  very  depths  about  it,  for  it  seems  to  me  to 
dishonor  the  perfect  work  of  Jesus,  who  said,  "It  is  fin 
ished."  He  came  to  destroy  the  devil  and  all  his  works, 
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to  save  sinners.  I  had  to  find  the  proof  of  it  in  the 
Bible,  and  I  have  found  it,  and  that  "it  is  not  of  God"  is 
certain,  for  Good  could  not  be  the  author  of  evil,  as  the 
spiritual  interpretation  of  the  Bible  asserts  and  proves. 

Now,  my  dear  Frank,  you  may  think  me  horribly  pre 
sumptuous  to  write  this  way.  If  you  are  looking  at  the 
"old  I"  or  if  I  were,  I  could  never  have  had  a  thought 
like  that  or  written  the  scratch  of  a  pen ;  but  I  am  and 
have  been  thinking  solely  of  the  "new  I,"  the  life  "hid 
with  Christ  in  God."  The  old  dead,  buried,  gone;  and 
in  newness  of  life  what  have  I  to  do  with  it  ?  Nothing. 
"Not  I,  but  Christ."  How  are  we  to  get  the  conscious 
ness  of  the  glorious  verity  of  John  17  if  we  keep  on  con 
fessing  ourselves  sinners  ?  To  do  this  every  week  is  worse 
than  "every  year."  You  say,  "For  me  to  live  is  Christ." 
Then,  to  think  of  confessing  sin !  It  cannot  be  right. 

There  has  been  some  talk  of  "revision."  I  hope  the 
thought  of  sin  in  the  Church  of  Christ,  his  body,  will  be 
eliminated. 

Ever,  dearest  Fanny,  your 

LOUISE, 
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v  XXXIV. 

INDIANOLA,  April  12,  18 — . 

DEAREST:  Our  young  ladies  have  gone.  Mr.  Duvey 
went  with  them.  Miss  Duvey  was  then  quite  alone  in 
the  east  wing,  and  proposed,  if  it  were  agreeable  to  me, 
to  take  an  apartment  next  to  ours.  She  is  delighted 
with  it;  it  is  much  more  sunny  than  her  own  and  has 
a  beautiful  outlook.  She  has  been  all  day  arranging  it, 
and  it  is  very  attractive. 

Last  night  I  was  awakened  by  a  groan ;  I  was  startled, 
thinking  I  was  at  home  and  some  of  the  children  were 
having  bad  dreams.  Quickly  collecting  my  thoughts,  I 
found  it  came  from  Carolyn's  room.  I  hastened  to  her. 
She  said  she  was  ill  with  headache,  and  she  asked  me  to 
sit  down  beside  her,  which  I  did,  realizing  God's  pres 
ence. 

She  soon  fell  asleep.  I  sat  without  moving  for  some 
time,  and,  finding  she  was  breathing  naturally  and  heav 
ily,  I  started  to  return  to  my  room.  She  roused,  saying 
in  a  pleading  voice,  "Do  not  leave  me,  dear;  I  am  bet 
ter  ;  your  presence  soothes  me." 

"I  am  very  glad.    Certainly  I  will  stay." 

I  sat  down.  She  quickly  slept  again.  Fearing  to  dis 
turb  her,  I  sat  quite  still.  "They  also  serve  who  only 
stand  and  wait."  I  did  not  mark  the  time;  it  slipped 
away  profitably  and  happily,  praying  for  those  whose 
need  demanded  it,  thinking  of  all  I  loved,  thanking  the 
Giver  of  all  good  for  his  countless  blessings,  striving  to 
rise  to  a  higher  understanding  of  God  and  a  clearer 
realization  of  the  nothingness  of  matter,  of  sleep,  of 
mortal  law,  of  mortal  sense,  and  all  its  horrid  claims. 
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The  growing  light  awakened  the  sleeper,  who,  startled, 
said,  "Why,  Miss  Varena,  what  are  you  doing  here  ?" 

"You  asked  me  to  stay,  and  of  course  I  did  so." 

"Did  I?  Did  I  really  ask  you  to  stay,  sitting  here 
while  I  slept  ?  What  a  selfish  thing  I  was !  I  thought 
I  was  going  to  have  one  of  my  dreadful  headaches.  It 
began  before  I  went  to  bed.  I  did  not  mean  to  call  you." 

"You  did  not  call.  I  heard  you  moan  and  came  in 
unbidden,  and  you  asked  me  not  to  leave  you.  Was  not 
that  a  good  reason  for  staying  ?"  I  said,  smiling. 

"I  was  a  monster  of  selfishness  to  do  it.  Forgive  me," 
she  said,  taking  my  hand. 

"Of  course,  if  there  is  anything  to  forgive,  but  I  see 
nothing." 

"I  'm  glad  of  it.  Thank  you  very  much  for  being  so 
generous.  Now  I  want  to  make  a  bargain  with  you; 
you  are  not  to  call  me  Miss  Duvey  any  longer." 

"What  shall  it  be,"  I  said,  "Lady  Carolyn?" 

"Stuff !"  she  cried.  "You  are  to  call  me  Carolyn,  at 
least  until  you  can  love  me  a  little,  and  then  it  must  be 
Carol,  or  Carrie,  or  Caddy,  all  dear  names  to  me  because 
those  I  love  have  called  me  so;  and  I  want  to  call  you 
Louise,  may  I  ?" 

"Only  too  gladly ;  the  compact  is  sealed  with  a  kiss." 

So,  mother  dear,  you  see  we  have  taken  a  forward 
step  and  start  on  a  new  basis  to-day.  What  rich  fruits 
a  little  self-sacrifice  does  bear !  How  is  it  that  we  often 
rob  ourselves  of  the  blessings  it  brings,  losing  in  the 
blindness  of  selfishness  many  golden  opportunities  as 
they  speed  along?  There  is  need  to  "watch"  in  this  as 
in  all  other  things. 

Dearest  love  to  all  who  love  your 

LOUISE. 
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XXXV. 

LONDON,  ENGLAND,  April  2, 18 — . 

MY  OWN  PRECIOUS  LITTLE  DAUGHTER:  Papa  can 
never,  never  tell  his  darling  girl  how  much  happiness 
her  last  little  letter  gave  him,  or  how  much  good  it  did 
him.  I  tell  you  this  because  I  am  sure  it  will  make  you 
realize  the  value  of  good  thoughts  and  your  papa's 
love  more  than  anything  he  could  say.  It  made  him  so 
happy  that  he  kissed  every  word  in  it,  and  has  almost 
spoiled  it  with  tears  and  kisses  and  wearing  it  next  his 
heart. 

Oh,  my  little  girl,  to  think  you  are  beginning  to 
learn  to  do  right,  not  that  you  may  be,  but  because  you 
are  God's  little  one.  Knowing  you  have  His  nature,  love, 
and  strength  with  which  to  battle  against  all  the  selfish 
and  evil  thoughts  of  "self,"  how  valiantly  and  success 
fully  you  can  grow  in  all  good ! 

It  is  better  than  the  old  way  we  were  taught  when 
papa  was  a  child,  and  a  happier  way  by  far  than  that 
we  were  by  nature  bad.  I  will  be  a  child  again,  and  in 
this  good  way  of  love  will  be  enabled  to  be  and  to  do  all 
that  I  should  be  and  do. 

Don't  you  want  to  write  often  when  your  letters  are 
so  much  to  papa's  lonely  heart  ?  I  wish  you  had  a  magic 
glass  to  look  into  it,  for  it  is  hard  to  put  in  words  the 
many  thoughts  and  feelings,  and  more  than  all  the  long 
ings  for  divine  Love  and  goodness. 

If  you  knew  how  lonely  papa  is  way  off  here  in  great 
big,  noisy  London,  all  alone  in  the  great  big  world  with 
only  you,  only  his  little  Evangeline,  and  she  way  across 


LOUISA  V ARENA  105- 

the  wide  ocean,  you  would  know  how  much  you  are  to 
him  and  how  dependent  he  is  upon  you  for  happiness. 

This  is  too  much  of  a  letter  for  my  little  one,  perhaps  > 
you  must  let  Miss  Louise  read  it  to  you.  Thank  her  for 
me  for  all  that  she  is  to  you,  and  give  my  love  to  your 
dear  brother  and  sister.  I  am  glad  you  are  having  a 
happy  time,  and  only  wish  I  could  have  a  share  in  it. 
But,  alas,  that  cannot  be. 

Ever,  darling,  with  more  love  than  you  can  know, 

Your  fond, 

PAPA. 


106  LOUISA  VAKENA 


XXXVI. 


T—  ,  April  15,  18—. 

MY  DEAR  LOUISE:  I  must  tell  you  the  truth.  I  am 
more  and  more  shocked  and  grieved  at  your  last  letter. 
There  is  apparently  method  in  your  madness,  logic  in 
your  arguments,  and  incongruity  in  the  thoughts  as 
you  pit  one  against  the  other. 

The  Prayer-Book  has  for  over  two  hundred  years  stood 
the  attacks  of  many  objectors,  but  I  think  you  are  the 
iirst  one  who  has  attacked  the  "confession  of  sin."  I  ex 
pect  to  confess  sin  as  long  as  I  am  in  this  body,  and  I 
Imow  that  many  wiser  and  better  men  than  I  ever  hope 
to  be  have  felt  and  still  feel  the  same  way.  Did  not 
Jesus  praise  the  publican  who  humbly  said,  "God  be 
merciful  to  me  a  sinner"  ?  When  we  get  wiser  than  our 
teachers  and  begin  to  think  ourselves  perfect,  we  are  cer 
tainly  on  dangerous  ground.  "Let  him  that  thinketh  he 
standeth  take  heed  lest  he  fall." 

I  have  talked  with  your  mother,  and  she  is  sorry  you 
have  taken  this  position,  advising  me  to  let  the  thought 
of  sin  alone.  Her  view  is  that  it  will  take  its  true  place 
in  the  consciousness  of  earnest  seekers  for  truth,  as  they 
grow  in  the  knowledge  of  God  and  his  dear  Son. 

As  to  Fanny  Eoland's  new  teachings,  I  am  very  glad 
she  is  happy  in  them,  but  fear  her  enthusiasm  will  lead 
her  as  far  off  the  track  as  it  has  you.  Enthusiasm  in 
religion  is  very  dangerous;  it  is  better  to  lose  some 
pleasurable  emotions  and  keep  along  the  safe  paths  our 
fathers  have  trodden  than  to  have  an  emotional  religion 
that  is  all  feeling,  flying  off  at  some  wild  tangent,  per- 


LOUISA  VAKENA  107 

liaps,  and  landing — the  powers  of  the  nether  world  only 
know  where. 

My  dear  friend,  you  must  know  that  it  pains  me  deep 
ly  to  be  obliged  to  write  thus  to  you.  You  know — what 
I  dare  not  say,  according  to  our  compact  in  this  corre 
spondence — what  you  are  to  me  personally.  My  deep 
interest  in  you  makes  me  all  the  more  earnest  in  warning 
you  against  this  pernicious  error.  We  are  both  young, 
and  neither  of  us  equal  to  the  discussion  of  the  mo 
mentous  doctrine  you 'so  glibly  touch  upon  with  your 
facile  pen. 

If  either  of  us  were  equipped  for  it,  you  would  cer 
tainly  accord  to  your  late  pastor  and  tutor  the  more 
manifest  right,  after  years  of  theological  study,  cul 
minating  in  four  years  at  the  theological  seminary, 
where  the  accredited  curriculum  has  made  him  thor 
oughly  conversant  with  the  teachings  of  the  fathers  and 
the  traditional  as  well  as  scriptural  authorities  upon 
which  the  Church  formulas  are  all  based.  The  liturgies, 
ancient  and  modern,  have  yielded  their  best  to  the  per 
fection  of  our  present  Book  of  Prayer,  all  that  any  faith 
ful  churchman  could  desire. 

Ever  with  sincere  regard, 

EGBERT  A.,  NANTZ. 
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XXXVII. 

NEW  YORK,  April  19,  18—. 

MY  DARLING  LOUISE  :  Your  letter  was,  as  your  letters 
always  are,  a  great  treat.  I  am  more  and  more  interested 
in  the  glorious  things  we  are  learning,  and  your  sympa 
thy  is  more  to  me  than  I  can  express. 

I  was,  however,  sorry  about  what  you  said  concerning 
sin,  and  particularly  about  the  confession  of  sin  in  the 
Prayer-Book,  for  it  does  seem  dreadful  to  find  fault  with 
that.  As  long  as  I  can  soar  above  the  earth  and  try  to> 
conceive  of  the  blessedness  of  being  a  child  of  God,  I 
am  happy,  but  when  I  look  upon  the  scene  around  mer 
the  scene  in  which  I  seem  to  live,  I  feel  like  a  poor  bird 
with  one  wing  broken  trying  to  keep  the  upper  flight, 
but  not  a  bit  of  song  left  in  me,  or  of  soaring,  just  a 
poor  mortal  thing  fluttering  down  to  earth. 

I  have  learned  the  statements  of  Truth  and  know 
they  are  Truth,  but  when  shall  I  realize  them  as  I 
ought  to?  It  is  easy  to  say  God,  Good,  Life,  Love, 
Truth,  Spirit  is  All,  all  Substance,  all  Intelligence,  that 
God  is  All  in  all — I  love  to  say  it  and  to  give  this  great 
Giver  of  all  good  all  the  glory — but  to  say  there  is  no 
evil,  no  sin,  sickness,  or  death,  which  of  course  is  the 
same  Truth  negatively  stated,  is  by  no  means  as  easy. 
Why  is  it?  It  seems  as  though  something  jumps  up  in 
my  heart  to  belie  my  words,  sticks  in  my  throat,  and  I 
feel  as  if  there  was  a  hollow  in  my  breast  big  enough  for 
both  my  fists.  Louise,  a  feeling  of  weakness  comes  over 
me,  like  a  criminal  who  pleads  "not  guilty"  when  every 
bit  of  belief  in  him  belies  his  words. 
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Do  you  feel  that  way  ?  I  am  as  certain  of  the  logic  as 
I  am  of  life — that  if  God  is  All,  there  is  no  place  or 
space  for  anything  else.  All  is  all.  Then  there  can  he 
neither  more  nor  less;  God's  Word  is  absolute  Truth. 
"Do  not  I  fill  heaven  and  earth?  saith  the  Lord."  If 
<Jood  is  All  and  fills  all,  there  is — there  can  be  no  reality 
to  evil  or  sin.  I  will  say  it,  for  it  is  true,  and  I  will 
speak  the  Truth  and  the  whole  Truth,  and  the  Truth 
only,  for  it  is  right  to  do  it,  and  I  will  prove  it,  too, 
which  is  the  more  difficult  part,  though  it  really  should 
not  be,  as  God  gives  grace,  for  Truth  itself  does  the 
work. 

I  think  it  will  be  a  long  time,  my  dear,  before  I  can 
feel  as  sure  as  you  do,  practically,  and  to  think  of  your 
writing  it  to  Mr.  Nantz  !  What  did  he  say  to  you  ?  Your 
father  was  a  rector  and  you  always  passed  for  a  good 
church  woman,  and  if  that  means  anything  it  means 
loyalty  to  the  Prayer-Book,  though  Doctor  Wright  used 
to  say  it  meant  loyalty  to  Christ,  to  Truth. 

I  should  like  to  see  Mr.  Nantz's  letter.  Will  you  let 
me  ?  I  think  the  poor  young  man  must  have  been  dazed 
when  you  threw  down  that  gauntlet.  I  am  glad  he  likes 
you  so  well;  he  would  have  demolished  me  if  I  should 
have  made  such  an  attempt,  but  will  deal  gently  with 
his  Louise.  To  think  of  your  writing  this  to  Mr.  Nantz  ! 
I  admire  your  pluck,  though  it  is  beyond  me. 

You  asked  me  to  ask  my  teacher  about  this.  I  did, 
and  she  said :  "Please,  dear  girl,  let  that  thought  alone 
for  a  while.  It  must  grow  in  you,  as  you  grow  in  the 
knowledge  and  love  of  God;  seeing  more  of  good,  you 
will  see  less  of  evil.  'God  is  of  purer  eyes  than  to  be 
hold  iniquity.' "  When  we  awake  in  his  likeness,  we,  too, 
shall  be  of  purer  eyes  than  to  see  sin ;  now  we  must  de 
tect  it,  deny  its  reality,  and  thus  prove  its  nothingness, 
-destroy  it. 
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"Divine  Science  is  absolute  Truth,  and  we  must  work 
up  to  its  higher  statements  through  the  power  and  prac 
tice  of  Truth.  We  are  but  in  the  A  B  C  of  the  Science 
of  Christ,  and  it  will  be  a  long  time  before  we  can  ex 
pect  the  world  to  see  or  to  accept  these  statements  or 
even  the  church.  As  long  as  material  sense  acts  it  will 
have  to  confess  sin,  for  it  is  always  a  sinner,"  but  that 
only  goes  to  prove  the  unreality  of  both  sin  and  sinner. 

So  you  see,  my  dear,  you  are  running  ahead  of  us  too 
fast.  Draw  in  your  fiery  nags  and  let  us  catch  up. 

Louise  dear,  I  must  say,  despite  all  this,  I  have  a 
feeling  way  down  in  my  heart  that  you  may  be — nay,  are 
right;  but  it  seems  awfully  presumptuous  in  girls  like 
ourselves  to  have  such  thoughts.  If  you  are  right,  God 
speed  you ;  if  you  are  wrong,  God  shield  you. 

Ever,  whatever  you  may  do  or  say,  right  or  wrong,, 
you  are  the  dearest  girl  in  the  world  to  your 

FRANCES. 
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XXXVIII. 

INDIANOLA,  April  25,  18 — . 

DEAREST  MOTHER  :  Indianola  has  had  a  great  excite 
ment.  George  Duvey  came  home  a  week  ago  and  brought 
a  friend  with  him,  a  young  fellow  from  Annapolis  who 
is  going  to  sail  with  him.  Perhaps  they  have  started, 
for  they  were  ordered  to  leave  ere  this,  and  left  us 
two  days  ago.  Carrie  had  no  one  to  entertain  her 
brother  but  myself,  and  insisted  upon  the  quartet  con 
stantly;  seemed  as  anxious  to  keep  us  together  as  she 
had  once  been  to  do  the  reverse,  or  at  least  to  have  Lieu 
tenant  Stanford  all  to  herself.  She  seemed  to  enjoy  his 
society  immensely.  I  could  not  take  the  slightest  excep 
tion  to  Mr.  Duvey*s  deportment,  for  while  he  was  kind 
and  courteous  as  could  be,  he  did  not  press  me  with  any 
undue  attentions.  He  brought  each  of  us  a  beautiful 
ring  as  souvenirs  of  remembrance  during  his  absence. 

Evangeline's  is  a  turquoise  with  tiny  pearls  around 
it — a  little  beauty.  Mine  is  an  onyx  with  the  head  of 
Polyhymnia,  the  muse  who  presided  over  sacred  singing, 
he  says  to  remind  me  of  the  pleasure  my  singing  gives 
him.  And  he  brought  us  some  beautiful  music,  too.  To 
Carrie  he  brought  a  very  handsome  ring,  sapphire  cir 
cled  with  diamonds — beautiful.  He  was  so  gentlemanly 
and  apparently  frank  and  free,  giving  each  of  us  these 
gems  with  such  brotherly  indifference,  as  though  we  all 
stood  in  just  the  same  relation  to  him,  that  I  should 
have  been  ashamed  to  refuse  the  gift,  especially  as  it  was 
much  less  costly  than  Carrie's,  and  showed  his  delicacy 
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in  selecting  it,  as  I  could  not  have  accepted  diamonds 
from  him. 

We  have  had  some  beautiful  drives,  Evangeline  al 
ways  going  with  us.  The  country  about  here  is  lovely ; 
gently  undulating,  with  fine  stretches  of  forest  on  the 
place,  miles  in  length  and  breadth,  it  seems  to  me.  And 
.such  singing  as  we  have  had !  It  has  awakened  echoes 
within  these  walls  that  brought  the  whole  retinue  of 
servants  to  the  doors  and  windows.  Think  of  it,  two 
lonely  women  here  all  these  weeks,  and  then  to  have  a 
fine  tenor  and  bass  to  join  us !  How  I  wish  you  could 
have  heard  the  music !  The  gentlemen  were  very  en 
thusiastic  over  it.  Mr.  Duvey  quite  gloated  over  his 
friend's  surprise  and  pleasure. 

"I  promised  you  should  have  such  a  treat  as  you  had 
not  had  for  many  a  day,"  he  said. 

"And  I  am  not  disappointed ;  delightful !  Let  us  have 
more  of  it,"  was  the  reply. 

Carrie  and  I  have  improved  our  time  well,  practicing 
together  almost  every  day. 

We  had  Mr.  Lorends's  letters  before  they  left,  and 
<reorge  Duvey  will  cable  him  to  meet  him  at  Gibraltar. 
Carolyn  and  he  were  both  greatly  pleased  with  them, 
and  I  do  believe  we  shall  yet  see  happy  days  here,  and 
that  Mr.  Lorends  will  have  the  harmony  he  so  ardently 
desires,  and  thus  declares  and  works  for.  Carrie  is 
-deeply  touched  by  his  persistent  kindness.  And  is  it  not 
a  lesson  for  us  all  ?  Here  is  this  loving  nature,  that  has 
"been  striving  to  win  the  love  of  these  children  all  these 
years ;  no  wonder  he  became  discouraged  in  the  old  way. 

Lovingly, 

YOUR  OWN. 
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XXXIX. 

HOME,  April  27,  18—. 

MY  DARLING:  I  have  delayed  writing  you,  for  I 
hardly  knew  what  to  say  to  you.  Mr.  ISTantz  spent  an 
evening  with  me  and  brought  me  your  letter  and  read 
Fanny's.  Why,  my  own  dear  daughter,  I  am  absolutely 
startled  at  the  radical  ideas  you  express.  Take  "the  con 
fession  of  sin"  out  of  the  Prayer-Book,  forsooth — and 
write  it  to  Mr.  Nantz !  Could  you  expect  a  rector  of 
the  church  to  tolerate  any  such  idea  ? 

To  begin  your  correspondence  with  statements  the 
most  radical  and  hardest  to  receive,  to  demolish  at  the 
first  step  all  regard  for  your  ideas,  closing  his  mind 
completely  against  the  weighty  truths  you  may  hereafter 
write  of,  turning  his  whole  thought  topsy-turvy,  if  it 
affects  him  at  all ! 

Fanny's  letter  he  was  able  to  enjoy.  He  saw  the 
beauty  of  the  enlarged  and  exalted  thought  of  God  as 
our  Father,  and  was  surprised,  but  not  disagreeably,  at 
the  rendering  of  the  Gloria  Patri.  You  should  have  be 
gun  at  the  primaries  in  the  positive  statements  of  Truth. 
"Acquaint  thyself  now  with  God  and  be  at  peace,  thereby 
good  shall  come  to  thee." 

Before  he  was  through  with  your  letter  I  was  actually 
agape,  my  eyes  twice  their  natural  size.  I  had  my  hand 
upon  my  mouth  and  was  dumb  at  your  telling  him  to 
come  and  talk  this  subject  over  with  me,  and  I  would 
be  able  to  make  it  clear  to  him. 

I  should  have  been  only  too  glad  to  have  talked  of  the 
positive  side  of  the  Truth  we  love  so  well,  but,  my  dear, 
excuse  me  from  taking  up  your  battle-cry  against  sin  in 
the  Prayer-Book,  and  having  to  face  bishops,  priests, 
deacons,  and  laymen  ad  infinitum. 
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I  would  as  soon  think  of  trying  to  kill  all  the  snakes 
in  America  as  of  starting  a  crusade  to  wake  up  all  the 
churchmen  who  would  have  to  have  a  hand  in  making 
this  "revision."  So  what  was  I  obliged  to  do  ?  Instead 
of  clearing  up  our  rector's  doubts  upon  this  momentous 
theme,  I  began  to  apologize  for  you,  to  plead  your  youth 
and  inexperience.  It  came  to  me  forcibly  that  fools  and 
children  often  tell  truths  that  wiser  folk  dare  not  speak, 
and  I  called  his  attention  to  numerous  scriptural  pas 
sages  which  fully  sustained  your  position  as  to  the  privi 
leges  of  God's  children,  but,  still — I  thought  your  con 
clusions  rash,  too  hastily  formed,  and  too  strongly  ex 
pressed. 

You  certainly  had  no  idea,  Dearest,  of  the  effect  your 
words  would  have  upon  others,  nor  the  slightest  idea  of 
what  they  really  are — feather-winged  arrows  against  a 
great  Chinese  wall. 

Hold  your  peace  on  this  subject  a  while,  my  dear.  I 
can  write  no  more  now,  except  to  say  that  I  was  delighted 
with  Fanny's  letter.  I  hope  she  will  be  able  to  keep 
aloft — leave  her  to  her  teachers.  One  has  to  build  these 
uplifting  thoughts  upon  the  one  sure  Foundation, 
Truth  absolute  and  understood,  if  they  are  to  abide  and 
stand  against  the  storms  of  this  rude  world.  I  wish  I 
could  be  as  hopeful  as  you  are  about  her  influence  in  her 
home.  The  adverse  conditions  over  there  are  very  de 
pressing,  and  when  she  leaves  her  present  atmosphere  of 
spiritual  life  and  fervor,  sustained  by  the  true  thoughts 
of  others,  things  will  not  look  as  bright  and  easy  to  her 
as  in  the  midst  of  her  present  favorable  surroundings. 

Alas !  where  is  my  Science  ?  I  am  demoralized  by  my 
own  thoughts  since  this  thought  of  sin  has  forced  itself 
upon  me.  Ever  your  loving 

MOTHER. 
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XL. 


INDIANOLA,  April  30,  18 — . 

MY  OWN  PAPA  :  Your  loving  little  girl  laughed  and 
cried  over  your  letter.  She  loved  and  kissed  it  and  had  a 
mind  never  to  let  Miss  Louise  open  it,  but  at  last  she 
did,  and  read  it  to  me  and  sister.  Then  we  all  looked  at 
each  other  and  nearly  cried. 

Papa,  dear,  I  don't  want  you  to  be  all  alone  way,  way 
off  there.  I  do  love  you  a  thousand  times  more  than 
anything  on  the  whole  earth. 

Why 'didn't  you  take  Miss  Louise  and  me  along?  I 
want  to  go  to  you  so  bad,  just  this  minute,  and  sister 
and  Miss  Louise  said  that  it  was  too  bad,  too  bad,  and 
I  do  love  you  and  will  always  be  everything  to  you,  my 
own  good,  dear,  dear  papa. 

Every  time  I  write  your  name  I  kiss  it,  and  every 
time  I  write  you  I  kiss  you,  and  you  're  so  good,  always 
will  be  good. 

Sister  liked  your  letter  almost  as  well  as  I  did,  papa 
dear. 

"Why,  is  Mr.  Lorends  like  that?"  she  said,  the  very 
first  word  she  spoke.  "I  wish  he  were  at  home.  It  is  too 
bad  that  he  should  be  way  off  alone,  and  all  because  I 
am  here,  I  suppose.  Tell  him  to  come  home  and  I  will 
be  good,  and  we  will  share  our  good  cheer  with  him, 
won't  we,  little  sister?" 

Now  you  will  come  back,  won't  you,  papa  darling? 
Come  back  to  your  little  Evangeline  and  she  will  love 
you  better  than  ever,  and  be  better  to  you  than  ever. 
Miss  Louise  wants  you  and  sister  wants  you,  and  I  want 
you — your  little  girl  wants  you  quick,  quick.  So  please 
hurry  and  come  to  your  loving  EVANGELINE. 
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XLI. 

INDIAKOLA,  April  30,  18 — . 
To  Mr.  James  Lorends. 

MY  DEAR  SIR:  Your  letter  gave  pleasure  to  your 
darling,  with  pain  to  us  all.  Evangeline  has  told  you  of 
her  own  impression  and  feelings.  Carrie  Duvey  has  re 
quested  me  to  say  to  you  that  she  hopes  you  will  not  re 
main  abroad  if  you  are  lonely  and  depressed;  that  her 
object  in  coming  here  has  been  for  some  time  accom 
plished,  but  she  has  been  so  happily  situated,  and  satis 
fied  with  her  reception  and  surroundings  that  she  has 
remained  much  longer  than  she  expected  when  she  came. 

She  also  wishes  me  to  thank  you  for  your  kindly  ex 
pression,  and  if  you  are  sincere  in  your  desire  to  have 
her  do  so  she  will  remain  until  after  your  return.  She 
has  been  agreeably  surprised  to  know  of  your  efforts  for 
a  reconcilation  and  especially  glad  to  realize  that  you 
were  ignorant  of  the  cause  of  their  absence  from  home 
when  you  married  her  mother. 

I  know  you  will  enjoy  her  as  an  agreeable  addition  to 
your  family,  and  hope  you  will  feel  inclined  to  return  to 
Indianola  while  she  is  here.  You  will  meet  Lieutenant 
Duvey  abroad.  Carolyn  has  recently  received  a  letter 
from  him  from  Madeira,  in  which  he  says  he  expects  to 
meet  you  at  Gibraltar. 

Very  respectfully, 

LOUISA  VARENA. 

P.  S. — I  add  some  simple  statements  as  to  heredity, 
as  you  asked  me  to  do  so,  to  read  at  your  leisure. 

L.  V. 
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XLIL 

INDIANOLA,  May  5,  18 — . 

MY  OWN  DEAR  MOTHER:  Your  letter  was  the  "last 
straw  that  broke  the  camel's  back."  I  expected  Mr. 
Nantz  to  find  fault,  but  in  the  service  of  Truth,  as  I 
thought  it,  I  did  not  care.  I  have  had  a  letter  from 
Fanny  which  was  a  surprise  and  made  me  sorry  that  I 
had  written  her  as  I  did ;  but,  mother  dear,  your  letter ! 
It  fell  like  a  bomb  on  my  heart.  It  was  all  I  could  do  to 
control  myself  and  hide  my  confusion  of  mind  and  of 
face  until  I  could  lock  myself  in  my  room  and  break  my 
heart  over  it. 

I  thought  you  would  surely  see  it  all  as  I  did,  and  when 
from  others  came  surprise  and  reproach,  I  smiled,  think 
ing  they  would  some  fair  day  see  the  same  blessed  Truth. 
But  your  letter  was  the  keenest  reproach  of  all ;  not  one 
word  to  reassure  or  help;  it  was  almost  more  than  I 
could  bear.  Mother  dear,  you  can  never  know  how  I 
felt, 

I  am  sure  I  have  never  shed  such  bitter  tears  since 
that  dreadful  night — you  know — when  we  clung  to  each 
other,  our  beloved,  our  stay,  our  only  helper  in  all  the 
world  fallen  asleep,  after  the  long,  suffering  days  and 
nights  through  all  those  weary  months — oh,  mother 
dearest,  how  did  we  bear  it?  But  then  I  had  you,  and 
now  I  am  all  alone,  not  a  thought  of  sympathy  from 
you.  The  miles  between  us  are  nothing  to  the  blank 
wall  that  seems  to  separate  our  hearts. 

I  had  had  such  a  glad,  glorious,  spiritual  uplift  in  a 
very  flood  of  Light,  Love,  and  Life.  All  seemed  true, 
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clear,  scriptural,  and  harmonious.  For  the  first  time  in 
my  life  I  seemed  to  enter  upon  my  heritage  as  my 
Father's  child,  to  realize  something  of  what  it  meant  to 
be  "a  member  of  Christ,"  a  "very  member  incorporate  in 
the  mystical  body  of  his  Son,"  enjoying  the  harmony  of 
the  "world  without  end,"  for  all  was  bright,  beautiful. 
It  was  a  veritable  new  birth  to  me,  and  I  thought  you 
would  see  it,  feel  the  same  joy  and  hope  in  it — a  very 
present  heaven  on  earth. 

Mother  darling,  do  not  think  that  I  am  piqued  or 
angry  at  your  reproof.  Indeed  I  am  not;  my  pangs  are 
deeper  and  more  painful  than  that  would  be.  I  thought 
I  was  Spirit  taught,  that  Light  divine  had  come  to  me 
from  the  true  Light  that  lighteth  every  one,  that  the 
Spirit  of  Truth  was  leading  me  into  a  clearer  under 
standing  of  Truth. 

Think  of  my  grief  and  disappointment!  You,  my 
mentor,  my  wise  counselor,  think  it  all  a  mistake;  not 
light,  or  truth,  but  a  mistake !  Is  the  guidance  and  in 
spiration  of  the  Spirit  a  myth?  Are  not  those  who, 
longing  and  praying  for  light,  whose  hearts  are  yielded 
to  His  will,  to  have  His  own  promises  fulfilled?  Is  it 
better  to  keep  close  to  the  letter  than  to  look  to  the 
Spirit  to  enable  us  to  grow  in  grace?  To  grow  means 
change.  As  we  have  more  and  more  of  the  same  Mind 
our  Master  had,  we  must  have  changed  thoughts;  and 
can  they  be  wrong  when  good  thoughts  are  overcoming 
those  that  are  not  good,  but  evil  ? 

I  have  always  loved  the  Prayer-Book,  and  do  now,  all 
but  the  confession  of  sin.  Should  I  love  its  errors  ?  Is 
it  to  be  a  Procrustes  ?  The  "little  book"  has  shown  me 
that  the  service  of  the  church  should  be  one  long  paean 
of  full-hearted  thanksgiving  and  praise  to  our  loving 
Father  and  our  God.  Praise,  that  "with  the  angels  and 
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archangels  and  all  the  company  of  heaven"  should  fill 
heaven  and  earth  and  magnify  His  holy  Name. 

But  I  must  not  give  vent  to  such  thoughts,  or  I  shall 
be  rash  again.  It  is  only  in  the  consciousness  of  right, 
of  Truth  understood,  that  one  can  feel  strong  to  express 
it.  Then  how  fearless  and  free  one  feels ! 

If  I  were  sure  I  was  right  I  should  stand  my  ground 
against  even  you,  my  precious  mother,  and  all  the  world 
besides,  but  I  am  a  child,  you  are  a  wise  woman.  Mr. 
Nantz  has  all  the  wisdom  of  the  schools,  and  even  the 
careful  teachers  of  Truth  admonish  me.  It  is  enough; 
all  seems  darkness  and  confusion  where  before  only 
light  and  peace  encompassed  and  filled  my  conscious 
ness.  Surely  it  must  be  that  I  am  wrong.  I  humbly 
accept  the  reproof.  I  will  say  no  more  on  this  tabooed 
theme. 

My  heart  was  comforted  in  meekly  accepting  my  hu 
miliation,  for  I  turned  in  my  desolation  of  heart  to 
Jesus,  remembering  how  he  was  "wounded  in  the  house 
of  his  friends,"  and  heard  the  words,  "Though  father 
and  mother  forsake,  yet  will  I  never  forsake."  "Neither 
do  I  condemn  thee." 

To  have  this  ever-present  Friend  and  Saviour  is  a 
blessing  I  never  knew  how  to  appreciate  as  I  do  now. 
Nothing  that  brings  us  into  closer  fellowship  with  him 
can  harm  us  or  keep  us  in  grief  and  darkness  for  long. 
The  consciousness  of  his  sweet  presence  as  the  Com 
forter  is  enough,  Dearest,  even  in  broken-hearted  sepa 
ration  from  you.  Courage,  Louise!  fear  not  for -I  am 
with  thee ! 
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XLIIL 

HOME,  May  8,  18—. 

MY  DEAREST  SISTER:  To  one  of  the  sweetest  letters 
received  from  yourself,  I,  your  devoted  brother,  bound 
by  indissoluble  ties  to  his  pigeon,  have  not  deigned  to 
reply.  Who  can  picture  the  prime  object  of  his  love 
and  affection,  the  mainspring  of  his  best  actions  ?  Any 
body  might,  I  think,  did  they  but  know  you  and  me 
well. 

It  is  lovely  to-day,  too  lovely.  The  balmy  air,  the 
beautifully  shaded  foliage,  in  many  tints  of  green,  just 
expanding  into  new  life  after  a  long  winter's  sleep, 
makes  one  satisfied  just  to  lounge  and  dream. 

How  can  any  one  with  eyes  and  heart  doubt  the 
resurrection?  Every  spring  gives  us  a  glorious  object- 
lesson  of  it.  The  mind  is  filled  with  thoughts  of  love 
and  gratitude  for  so  much  to  enjoy  everywhere,  as  sure 
of  the  life  to  come  as  of  that  which  now  is. 

Within,  I  miss  you  much;  in  the  old  arm-chair  at 
sister's  side  we  've  read  or  talked,  or  in  some  hour  that 
with  it  brought  a  sadness  o'er  our  hearts  this  sister  dear 
would  soothe  and  cheer,  or  when  by  some  unhallowed 
passion  moved  by  some  indomitable  will  to  do  what 
sober  reason  would  have  spurned,  the  tender  wisdom, 
gentle  pressure  of  her  hand  sent  back  the  boiling  blood 
and  we  were  safe.  Oh,  precious  boon,  straight  from 
above  thou  ever  wert,  a  star  on  earth  to  guide  me  on ! 

Home  things  wag  swimmingly  on,  and  I  think  I  am, 
for  the  first  time,  perhaps,  doing  myself  real  credit  in 
my  studies,  loving  them  better  than  ever.  You  know, 
Louise,  mathematics  used  to  be  my  greatest  trouble,  but 
I  have  hopes  now  that  when  the  time  for  calculus  comes, 


LOUISA  VAKENA  121 

the  bete  no-ire  of  all  students,  I  shall  be  able  to  master 
it  as  easily  as  I  have  geometry,  which  is  one  of  the  most 
beautiful,  interesting  studies  I  have  ever  had.  Mr, 
Xantz  suits  me  to  a  "T."  I  am  perfectly  delighted  at 
the  prospect  of  our  trip,  and  am  writing  mainly  to  thank 
you  for  this  last  token  of  your  unfailing  goodness  to  me ; 
there  has  never  been  one  minute's  let  up  to  it.  And  it 
is  so  good  in  dear  mamma  and  our  Harry  to  give  me 
this  great  benefit  and  pleasure.  If  I  had  the  manhood 
he  has  I  should  be  a  bread-winner,  too,  I  suppose;  but 
I  am  so  hungry  to  learn  that  I  don't  seem  to  care  who 
wins  the  bread.  Now  all  I  can  do  is  to  take  the  blessings 
showered  upon  me  through  you,  good,  loving  dears  with  • 
a  grateful  heart,  determined  to  make  the  most  of  every 
opportunity,  and  in  the  end  I  may  be  able  to  do  some 
thing  to  repay  you  all. 

I  know  it  will  be  reward  enough  for  your  unselfish 
love  if  I  only  get  the  full  benefit  thus  freely  given  me, 
and  I  will.  I  will  be  faithful  to  all  dear  father,  mother, 
sister,  and  brother  have  tried  to  teach  me.  Your  labor 
of  love  for  me  shall  not  be  in  vain.  My  heart  is  too  full 
for  more  words ;  deeds  must  be  the  proof  of  my  sincerity. 
I  am  choked  with  the  thought  of  it. 

Oh,  I  wish  you  were  here  with  me  now ;  there  is  such 
a  gorgeous  little  bird  perched  upon  the  window-sill,  an 
oriole.  It  is  singing.  It  is  gone,  but  it  stayed  long 
enough  to  say,  "Gee  up,  Larry."  There,  I  have  been  to 
get  a  kiss  for  you  from  mamma,  and  here  comes  the 
whole  troop,  Ethel,  Nettie,  Bessie,  and  John  last,  and 
each  send  you  one.  Take  them  with  interest,  Precious, 
and  think  often  and  well  of  Your  doting 

RENT. 

This  is  a  good-by.  We  are  almost  ready  to  start.  I 
will  write  often.  YOUR  OWN  BOY. 
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XLIV. 

HOME,  May  12,  18—. 

MY  PRECIOUS  DAUGHTER  :  You  cannot  have  the  faint 
est  conception  of  the  keen,  withering  reproach  your  let 
ter  was  to  your  mother.  You  dear,  dear  child !  "I  thank 
thee,  0  Father,  because  thou  hast  hid  these  things  from 
the  wise  and  prudent,  and  hast  revealed  them  unto  babes, 
even  so  Father :  for  so  it  seemed  good  in  thy  sight." 

I  am  reminded  of  the  evangelist  who  said,  "God  de 
liver  the  young  converts  from  the  old  frost-bitten  Chris 
tians."  I  had  no  sooner  sent  my  letter  than  qualms  of 
conscience  began,  and  kept  coming  at  every  thought  of 
it;  but  I  have  been  so  taken  up  in  getting  Lawrence 
ready  for  this  trip  I  have  not  had  time  to  probe  my 
strangely  vacillating  thoughts  until  now. 

The  children  are  all  sleeping,  even  Ethel,  and  I  am 
alone,  not  happy.  I  have  grieved  the  dearest  one  on 
earth  to  me,  but  that  is  not  the  worst  of  it — I  have  con 
demned  one  whom  God  had  blessed. 

Oh,  my  Louise,  what  saith  the  scripture  to  those  who 
"shall  offend  one  of  these  little  ones  who  believe  in  me"  ? 
Do  you  wonder,  my  dear,  that  I  am  in  the  depths  of  self- 
condemnation  ? .  Forgive  me,  Dearest,  forgive  me ;  it  is 
impossible  to  express  the  depth  of  my  contrition.  Read 
James  5:16  and  pray  for  me.  This  wrong-doing  cer 
tainly  demands  "the  confession  of  sin,"  and  I  am  thank 
ful  for  the  promise  of  forgiveness. 

"The  fear  of  man  bringeth  a  snare."  In  it  I  was 
caught,  really  scared  quite  out  of  my  wits  at  your  finding 
fault  with  the  Prayer-Book.  The  daughter  and  wife  of 
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Episcopal  rectors,  inheriting  ancestral  pastorates,  ven 
erating  that  book — I  should  just  as  soon  have  thought 
of  declaring  something  should  be  erased  from  the  Bible. 
I  had  never  conceived  the  idea  of  changing  its  language 
in  any  way,  though  I  had,  as  I  know  you  have  done, 
following  my  example  the  last  year,  always  returned 
thanks  for  the  great  redemption  in  Christ  from  sin,  in 
stead  of  confessing  sin  as  did  others. 

This  is  why  you  thought  I  could,  of  course,  enlighten 
Mr.  Nantz  upon  this  point,  but,  my  dear,  look  at  it. 
You  wrote  to  a  rector  of  the  Church  that  this  confession 
should  not  be  in  the  Prayer-Book,  etc.  Why,  my  dear,  it 
is  the  priest,  as  good  churehmanship  loves  to  call  him, 
who  calls  the  people  to  confession.  How  could  you  by 
any  possibility,  even  of  the  clearest  logic  or  most  practi 
cal  proof,  expect  Mr.  Nantz  to  accept  any  such  idea. 
If  he  did  and  is  a  conscientious  man,  he  could  never 
officiate  at  a  public  service  according  to  the  formulas 
again.  What  is  he  to  do?  I  saw  at  a  glance  the  hope 
lessness  of  your  position,  and  was  aghast  at  your  having 
written  as  you  did  to  your  correspondent. 

The  deed  is  done.  I  shall  await  developments  with 
anxious  interest.  Mr.  Nantz  is,  as  are  so  many  other 
pastors  in  many  folds,  in  the  throes  of  conflicting  doc 
trines.  Youth  has  less  to  put  away  than  age;  individ 
uals  less  than  corporate  bodies. 

You  really  have  not  the  slightest  idea  of  the  immense 
change  in  thought  that  would  be  requisite  to  bring  about 
the  "revision"  you  so  innocently  suggest,  for  now  it  is 
considered  the  highest  merit  to  confess  sin. 

I  should  no  more  have  dared  utter  the  words  you  have 
written  than  if  I  knew  the  stake  would  await  me  if  I 
did.  It  seems  to  me  so  utterly  hopeless  that  I  should 
never  have  conceived  the  idea  of  it. 

You  spoke  "boldly,"  in  your  ignorance  of  the  immense 
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power  and  permanence  of  preconceived  thought ;  the  in^ 
veterate  conservatism  of  organized  bodies,  as  a  general 
thing,  and  especially  of  religious  corporations,  and 
Protestant  Episcopacy  above  all  others,  dating  through 
the  apostolic  succession  from  the  Christian  era;  yes,, 
and,  back  through  the  sacred  stone,  of  the  "ten  lost 
tribes"  claiming  the  Abrahamic  and  all  succeeding  prom 
ises. 

You  know  nothing  of  this  intense  clinging  to  the 
past  and  the  leaders  and  creeds  that  they  have  given  the 
world;  ideas  that  have  become  absolute  convictions,  for 
which  men  have  been  willing  to  sacrifice  even  life, 
strengthened  as  they  have  often  been  by  combating 
their  opponents;  the  force  of  tradition,  and  all  the  com 
plicated  conditions  of  thought  and  feeling  that  make 
Christendom  what  it  is  and  the  church  of  God  scarcely 
recognizable  in  the  confusion  and  clash  of  sects  and 
words  by  pen  and  tongue. 

Most  people  are  content  to  let  other  people  think  for 
them  and  simply  tread  the  paths  their  fathers  trod  un 
questioning,  more  tenacious  of  opinions  thus  formed 
and  confirmed  than  if  they  had  reasoned  or  were  capable 
of  reasoning  their  beliefs  out  for  themselves. 

All  this  I  saw,  Dearest.  The  first  impulse  was  to 
urge  you  to  abandon  such  a  radical  idea.  My  conscience 
has  been  pricking  me  hard  ever  since.  It  startles  me 
with  the  thought,  If  it  is  right  for  you  to  thank  God  that 
you  are  not  a  miserable  sinner,  but  "a  child  of  God,  a 
member  of  Christ,  an  inheritor  of  the  kingdom  of' 
heaven,"  it  is  certainly  right  for  those  kneeling  with 
you  to  say  the  same,  and  if  they  are  ignorant  of  the 
blessedness  of  having  come  into  the  kingdom  prepared 
for  them  before  the  foundation  of  the  world,  is  it  not 
your  duty  and  highest  privilege  to  try  to  enlighten, 
them? 
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Then,  dearest  Louise,  what  does  the  coward  say  ?  Yes, 
but  in  a  quiet  way;  one  should  not  disturb  the  peace  of 
the  Church  and  should  not  run  the  risk  of  having  pearls 
trampled  on;  and  I  see  myself  awfully  inconsistent, 
needing  much  to  remember  the  words  of  Luther,  mighty 
champion  of  the  Word  of  God  that  he  was,  when  Chap 
lain  Spalatin  admonished  him  to  moderation. 

"Nay,  the  monk  replied  ; 
If  too  much  folly  is  displeasing  to  man, 
Too  much  discretion  is  displeasing  to  God ; 
My  conscience  will  not  allow  me  to  keep  silence ; 
I  am  bound  to  disregard  not  only  his  Highness' 
Favor  or  disfavor,  but  the  whole  world's  wrath. 
You  say  that  the  public  peace  ought  not  to  be  disturbed. 
And  will  allow  God's  eternal  peace  to  be  disturbed 
By  impious,  sacrilegious  works  of  perdition. 

Not  so,  Prince !    Not  so,  Spalatin ! 
For  Christ's  sheep's  sake  I  will  speak  out'. 
I  do  not  hold  the  gospel  of  man,  but  of  God ; 
Let  man  be  offended  with  me  rather  than  God." 

I  tell  you,  Dearest,  the  fear  of  man  holds  me  in  an 
awful  grip — it  does ;  it  is  well  that  I  am  forced  at  last  to 
face  it,  to  see  it.  I  think  of  what  this  honored  friend  of 
my  dear  father  would  say  and  that  friend  of  my  dearer 
husband,  and  what  would  they  think  if  they  could 
know  ?  And  the  dear  venerated  bishops,  who  laid  loved 
hands  upon  my  head  and  on  the  heads  of  my  children  ? 

Truly  error  uncovered  is  in  a  fair  way  of  destruction, 
and  Truth  is  after  it  rough  shod.  Our  morning's  lesson 
was  Jeremiah  thirty-fourth  chapter.  Read  it,  my  dear, 
and  mark  the  words,  "Ye  have  not  hearkened  unto  me  in 
proclaiming  liberty,  every  one  to  his  brother  and  every 
man  to  his  neighbor,  in  the  house  which  is  called  by  my 
name"  (the  church?)  We  know  there  is  liberty  from 
sin  and  all  its  dreadful  consequences,  and  you  are  brave 
enough  to  declare  the  truth  and  I  am  coward  enough 
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not  only  not  to  declare  it,  but  turn  against  you  when 
you  do. 

My  darling,  forgive  me.  To  have  thus  wantonly 
caused  you  grief  breaks  my  heart ;  hot  tears  fall  at  the 
thought  of  it.  I  do  not  deserve  such  a  daughter.  To 
have  quenched,  even  for  an  hour,  the  beautiful  light  of 
the  Spirit  in  your  pure,  true,  good  heart  is  far,  far  worse 
than  the  sorrow  I  caused  you. 

I  despise  my  cowardice.  My  heart  tells  me  I  have 
done  you  a  great  wrong,  but  myself  a  greater.  It  is  well 
sometimes  to  have  these  rude  awakenings  to  the  work 
to  be  done  in  one's  own  consciousness.  I  shall  set  about 
it  with  a  will,  born  of  deep  repentance,  that  demands 
reformation.  You  were  not  wrong;  it  is  I  that  was 
wrong. 

This  confession  of  sin  belongs  to  a  dark  age  of  the 
Church  and  of  the  world.  The  Spirit  of  the  living  God 
has  been  working  with  renewed  and  renewing  power  ever 
since  the  Reformation  of  the  sixteenth  century;  the 
Prayer-Book  in  its  present  form  has  stood,  if  I  remember 
rightly,  for  two  hundred  years.  Adapted  later,  of  course, 
to  the  Church  in  the  United  States. 

I  intend  at  once  to  take  up  the  history  of  the  liturgies, 
ancient  and  modern  additions,  and  the  litany,  and  will 
give  you  the  results  of  my  study.  I  intend  to  probe  this 
question  to  the  core.  I  mean  to  have  convictions,  and  to 
stand  by  them.  If  you  are  right,  as  my  heart  now  tells 
me  you  are,  I  will  do  all  I  can  to  proclaim  the  Truth, 
the  great  fact  of  the  unity  of  God  and  man  as  the  Sci 
ence  of  Christ  has  taught  us.  I  will  proclaim  the  glori 
ous  liberty  of  the  sons  of  God,  and  give  practical  proof 
of  the  same,  as  God  gives  me  grace  through  a  clearer 
understanding  of  Divine  Science. 

Once  more,  my  own,  forgive  me.  You  are  more  to 
me  than  I  can  express,  and  your  allusion  to  that  bitterest 
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night  of  our  lives  makes  me  feel  more  poignantly  your 
grief  from  my  ill-omened  letter  than  anything  you  could 
have  said.  All  that  you  were  to  me  that  night  you  are 
now,  and  a  thousandfold  more;  a  precious  little  girl 
then,  and  my  chiefest  earthly  comfort,  you  have  devel 
oped  into  noble  womanhood,  and  we  have  been  one  in 
Spirit,  in  Christ,  which  is  best  of  all. 

Good  night,  I  know  not  how  to  lay  down  my  pen.  I 
want  you  here,  close  to  my  human  mother  heart  to 
night. 
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XLV. 

PARIS,  May  7,  18 — . 

MY  DARLING  LITTLE  GIRL  :  What  can  papa  do  for 
you  ?  How  can  he  thank  you  enough  for  youn  dear  let 
ters  ?  It  seems  as  though  I  had  been  away  from  you  for 
years,  and  that  you  had  almost  grown  up.  Well  written 
-and  womanly,  they  are  more  and  more  comforters  to 
papa's  lonely  heart.  Indeed,  he  is  beginning  to  think 
it  is  not  right  for  him  to  say  he  is  lonely,  when  the 
Heavenly  Comforter  is  becoming  consciously  nearer  and 
dearer,  and  he  has  you,  his  one  earthly  treasure,  to  bless 
"him. 

Let  us,  Precious,  make  a  bargain — I,  from  now,  and 
you,  from  the  day  you  get  this  letter,  will  look  up  above 
and  beyond  the  seen  things  to  God — Love.  Keeping 
thought  upon  what  this  divine  Love  has  done  for  us, 
we  will  rejoice,  and  thank  and  praise  Him.  In  this 
great  blessing  we  shall  be  able  to  overcome  loneliness 
and  all  other  discouragements.  Do  you  agree? 

I  expect  to  meet  brother  George  at  Gibraltar,  and  will 
be  happy  to  be  with  him  as  long  as  possible. 

I  sent  you  a  box  by  the  last  steamer;  it  is  yours,  and 
all  its  contents  your  gifts  for  others.  I  hope  I  have 
guessed  aright  and  have  fulfilled  your  wishes.  I  trust 
everything  will  be  received  in  the  spirit  of  love,  and 
that  you  may  more  and  more  realize  that  it  is  more 
blessed  to  give  than  to  receive. 

You  will  find  a  large  map  of  Paris;  the  marks  will 
tell  you  where  I  live  and  go  of  tenest  There  is  not  much 
to  interest  me.  "My  heart 's  in  the  Highlands ;  my  heart 
is  not  here." 
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The  story  of  your  ride  was  famous.  Nell  is  a  steady 
little  creature,  and  you  know  how  to  manage  her  well. 

Give  Milly  my  love ;  I  Ve  remembered  her  in  the  box. 
Be  good  to  her,  darling,  loving,  tender ;  she  will  be  the 
better  for  it,  and  you,  too.  Her  heart  is  as  true  to  us  as 
any  in  this  world.  She  has  been  just  as  good  to  me  as 
she  is  to  you,  ever  since  I  was  a  wee  baby.  I  know  she 
moans  over  me  and  prays  as  best  she  can  for  us ;  be  good 
to  her;  her  heart  craves  loves  as  do  all  human  hearts, 
and  she  has  few  to  love  her.  I  hope  she  will  let  your 
dear  Miss  Louise  teach  her  that  only  divine  Love  can 
fill  her  unsatisfied  longings. 

You  must  not  send  me  any  more  letters  until  I  let 
you  know.  I  shall  be  moving  about  all  summer,  and  do 
not  want  to  run  the  risk  of  losing  what  is  dear  to  me. 
I  find  myself  too  anxious  for  their  coming.  Divine  Love 
must  fill  every  void.  No  news  from  me  you  will  count 
as  good  news.  Write  to  me  every  day  for  your  writing 
lesson,  and  send  when  I  tell  you. 

Give  the  enclosed  note  to  your  dear  sister,  with  my 
love.  Kind  remembrance  to  Miss  Louise  and  all  the 
household. 

Ever,  darling,  with  more  love  than  tongue  or  pen  can 
tell,  Your  fond 

PAPA. 
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XLVI. 

PARIS,  May  7,  18—. 

MY  DEAR  CAROLYN  :  I  thank  you  very  muclj  for  your 
kind  messages.  I  trust  you  will  henceforth  live  at  In- 
dianola,  feeling  that  it  is  your  home,  and  that  we  may 
be  able  to  enjoy  together  its  ample  blessings.  A  cloud 
in  the  past  seems  to  have  overshadowed  it,  as  within  the 
mourning  draperies  have  been  hidden  all  the  beautiful 
things.  The  hopes  and  cheer  of  youth  and  the  steady 
glow  of  spiritual  life  and  peace  will  dispel  the  clouds 
and  prepare  the  way  for  resurrection  and  new  life  at  the 
grand  old  place.  The  dead  past  shall  bury  its  dead.  We 
will  throw  open  its  hospitable  halls,  "write  peace  over 
the  doors,"  "call  the  walls  salvation,"  "the  gates  praise," 
"write  holiness  to  the  Lord  on  the  bells  of  the  horses," 
give  the  whole  establishment  to  Love,  and  each  of  you 
shall  be  a  priestess  at  the  altar. 

If  God  is  Life  and  Love,  all  life  is  sacred,  for  man  re 
flects  this  one  and  only  Life ;  hence  every  one  and  every 
home  should  be  a  living  center  of  Love.  Such  shall  our 
home  be;  such  are  all  homes  where  true,  unselfish  love 
prevails.  In  obedience  to  God's  law  of  love  man  fulfills 
every  human  duty. 

I  have  given  you  my  dream,  my  hope  for  Indianola. 
Hoping  to  meet  your  brother  at  Gibraltar,  and  to  greet 
you  at  home,  Sincerely  and  affectionately, 

JAMES  LORENDS. 
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XLVII. 

PARIS,  May  9,  18 — . 

MY  DEAR  Miss  VARENA:  Your  reply  to  my  ques 
tions  was  very  satisfactory.  I  saw  logically  all  that  you 
said  about  the  mortal  law  of  heredity.  I  could  not,  how 
ever,  accept  it,  as  all  my  thoughts  were  upon  the  other 
sidev  I  went  to  work  with  my  Bible,  and  Science  and 
Health,  the  holy  Key  that  unlocks  its  mysteries,  and 
have  found  that  I  must  unlearn  much  that  I  once 
thought  truth. 

If  the  first  chapter  of  Genesis  gives  the  true  status  of 
man,  and  I  am  thoroughly  convinced  that  it  does,  then 
the  story  of  the  man  in  the  second  chapter  and  on  must 
be  just  what  "the  Key"  says  it  is,  the  history  of  error. 

It  seems  strange  to  me  now  that  I  ever  could  have 
conceived  it  as  having  any  connection  with  the  first 
chapter.  If  God  saw  all  that  he  had  made  was  "very 
good,"  surely  Adam  and  his  sin  were  not  there. 

I  remember  when  I  used  to  preach  the  gospel  of  our 
salvation,  as  I  knew  it  then,  that  I  often  comforted  the 
victims  of  hereditary  sin  with  the  eighteenth  chapter  of 
Ezekiel.  Divine  Science  brings  out  the  truth  of  it  all 
very  clearly.  Studying  from  the  reference  texts  in  the 
Old  and  New  Testaments,  I  saw  more  and  more  clearly 
the  difference,  never  before  discerned,  between  man  and 
man  as  it  stands  for  mortals. 

Adam  was  set  aside  at  the  very  start.  It  was  through 
Eve,  who  was  to  be  the  mother  of  all  living,  that  the 
seed  was  to  come  who  should  bruise  the  serpent's  head. 
Xot  until  Christ  Jesus  came  upon  the  awful  scene  of 
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error  to  mortal  sense  could  the  mystery  of  the  "true 
Light,  that  lighteth  every  man"  begin  to  be  solved. 
Now,  through  his  second  coming  all  will  be  made  more 
and  more  plain. 

What  an  unspeakable  boon  to  the  human  race  that 
Truth  is  separating  man  and  error,  or  Adam,  as  far 
apart  as  heaven  and  hell.  There  is  indeed  a  great  gulf 
fixed.  Man  is  at  one  with  God — Good ;  error  is  nowhere 
and  nothing,  and  man  is  being  aroused  to  the  under 
standing  of  this  great  fact. 

I  am  prone  to  stay  up  in  the  clouds.  To  generalize  is 
all  right,  the  foundation  Principle  must  be  understood, 
but  to  come  down  to  the  work  to  be  done  in  our  own 
hearts  and  for  those  around  us  in  applying  the  Principle 
is  indispensable  if  we  are  to  have  any  results  or  proofs 
of  the  power  of  Truth.  I  see  the  logical  conclusions 
from  the  premises ;  now  the  problem  is  to  apply  them. 

To  see  my  Evangeline  free  from  all  hereditary  claims 
and  conditions  lifts  me  from  earth  to  heaven.  Think 
of  it — what  my  fears  and  feelings  have  been,  when  you 
read  the  confessions  of  some  of  her  ancestry,  which  I 
have  left  for  you,  not  only  to  read,  but  to  study  for  her 
benefit. 

Before  this  saving  Truth  was  revealed  to  me  I  saw 
her,  even  though  individually  innocent,  bound  to  be  the 
victim  of  error,  for  was  she  not  of  the  fourth  generation 
from  a  sinner  of  dark  dye,  her  ancestral  iniquity  holding 
her  in  its  awful  clutch?  Oh,  it  makes  me  shudder  to 
think  of  it  as  a  former  possibility  of  thought,  which 
held  her  and  from  which  she  is  only  now  making  her  es 
cape  !  It  never  was  in  Truth  possible,  but  the  fear  of  it 
made  it  very  real  to  me,  in  the  old  way  of  thinking, 
frightfully  real. 

Well,  indeed,  was  it  for  us  in  that  bondage  to  be  for 
ever  crying,  "God  be  merciful  to  us  miserable  sinners." 
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"Good  Lord,  deliver  us."  I  echo  it  now  more  fervently 
than  of  yore,  from  the  mortal,  cruel,  ignorant,  false, 
sense  of  these  things.  Truth  is  truly  the  Saviour  of  the 
world,  from  the  ignorance  of  the  world. 

I  have  already  broken  one  hereditary  claim  that  has 
seemed  to  hold  me,  until  your  letter  came ;  it  was  then 
tormenting  me,  but  as  I  read  the  quotations  to  which 
you  directed  me  I  saw  the  light  that  revealed  the  torture, 
as  that  old  lie  of  mortal  birth  and  ancestry,  having  a 
false  claim  of  heredity  right  over  me,  and  I  fought  it 
with  the  Truth  of  Being,  with  an  earnestness  born  of 
the  desperate  fears  I  had  for  my  child  as  well  as  for 
myself.  The  fear  of  it  seemed  to  go  first;  if  God  was 
my  Father,  and  the  Word  of  Truth  must  be  true,  no 
thought  of  any  other  father  or  any  other  ancestry  could 
affect  me  in  the  slightest  degree;  it  was  impossible.  As 
I  was  thanking  my  God  and  my  Lord  for  the  blessing 
of  the  true  thought,  I  suddenly  was  free  from  the  physi 
cal  claim  of  appetite  and  suffering.  I  must  say  I  was 
amazed,  for  in  the  spiritual  thought  I  was  seeking  I  had 
forgotten  the  mortal,  the  old  Adam. 

This  proof  in  myself  is  absolutely  convincing,  no  mat 
ter  what  other  claim  of  heredity  may  present  itself  to 
sense;  it  must  be  overcome,  and  can  be  of  course  by  the 
practical  application  of  the  same  divine  law  of  all — 
Good,  together  with  persistent,  faithful  denial,  if 
prompt  uncompromising  work  has  not  met  and  mas 
tered  the  false  claim  at  once.  Though  I  see  the  true 
divine  law  but  dimly  as  yet,  I  see  it ;  yes,  I  do  see  it,  and 
with  inexpressible  gratitude  for  the  glimmer  of  light 
that  must  grow  brighter  as  I  get  a  clearer  understand 
ing  of  Truth. 

I  read  almost  constantly  on  the  voyage,  and  have  been 
reading  since  landing  the  Book  of  books,  and  its  spirit 
ual  interpretation.  The  logic  of  this  "Key  to  the  Scrip- 


134  LOUISA  VAKENA 

tures"  is  so  convincing  to  me  that,  should  the  whole 
world  turn  against  it  and  its  author,  it  would  not  shake 
my  faith  and  loyalty  one  iota.  If  it  did  not  embody  the 
living  Truth  it  could  not  heal  the  sinful  and  the  sick, 
as  it  assuredly  does.  That  such  a  volume  of  pure  Truth 
could  have  heen  written  by  any  one  not  God-prepared 
and  inspired  is  impossible.  Therefore  its  author  must 
be  pure,  holy,  divine,  beyond  any  human  comprehension 
of  the  sanctified,  perfected,  and  glorified  consciousness 
through  which  the  stream  of  life,  health-giving  thought 
flowed,  crystallizing  in  words  that  humanity  can  receive, 
assimilate,  and  prove  by  doing  the  same  works  the  Mas 
ter  and  his  truest  followers  have  done  and  are  doing. 

With  love  to  my  treasure  and  her  sister,  and  kindest 
regards  to  yourself,  Sincerely, 

JAMES  LORENDS. 
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XLVIII. 

INDIANOLA,  May  18,  18 — . 

MOTHER  DARLING  :  I  write  at  once,  lest  in  your  un 
rest  of  mind  and  self-condemnation  you  may  think  I 
have  not  received  your  letter  in  the  same  spirit  of  love  in 
which  it  was  written.  Far,  far  from  it,  Dearest.  I  had 
found  peace  in  Him  who  is  our  peace  before  it  came.  I 
dare  say  we  shall  both  be  benefited  in  more  ways  than 
we  now  know  by  this  trying  experience. 

One  great  good  has  come  to  me — better  than  ever  I 
have  been  able  to  trust  and  to  rest  in  divine  Love  and 
Truth  alone.  Letting  go  my  hold  even  upon  you,  the 
one  being  on  earth  to  whom  I  clung  most  closely,  and 
through  whose  eyes  I  saw  all  things. 

Lovers  of  Christ,  those  drawn  into  closest  fellowship 
with  his  sufferings  and  knowing  most  of  the  power  of 
his  resurrection,  have  said  that  each  heart  longing  for 
oneness  with  him  must  pass  through  its  Gethsemane 
even  to  the  Cross  alone. 

Mine  was  a  step  alone — how  utterly  alone  only  those 
know  who  take  it.  Life  or  death  mattered  not.  I 
wanted  the  consciousness  of  Himself,  the  living  presence 
and  power  of  Truth,  Christ  himself,  to  know.  I  was 
and  am  tired  of  reading  and  talking  of  him.  That  is  all 
very  precious,  but  I  shall  only  "be  satisfied,  when  I 
awake  with  thy  likeness." 

Softly  the  words  came  within,  "Be  still  and  know." 
I  am  yet  waiting  to  know  more  of  Truth;  yet  not  idle, 
but  "not  I  but  Christ/'  letting  him  work  as  he  will, 
striving  simply  to  be  obedient.  Thus  ceasing  from  my 
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own  works,  I  enter  into  rest.  Eead  Mary  A.  Lath- 
bury's  "Resurrection."  It  tells  the  process  more  truly 
and  beautifully  than  mortal  pen  can  tell  it. 

Darling  mother,  you  must  not  think  me  unmindful 
of  your  grief  in  telling  you  of  my  own  experience.  I 
know  it  is  what  you  will  be  rejoiced  to  know,  for  you 
would  have  me  find  the  only  true  peace.  I  have  heard 
you  say  you  have  never  had  a  sorrow  that  did  not  in  the 
end  give  you  cause  for  gratitude. 

I  have  never  once  thought  of  forgiving  you.  But  for 
your  asking,  I  should  not  have  thought  there  was  any 
thing  to  forgive.  And  there  is  not;  I  can  only  thank 
you  for  the  deep  experience  to  which  it  has  led. 

I  commend  heartily  your  intention  to  go  into  the 
merits  of  the  liturgies,  and  will  be  grateful  for  your 
conclusions. 

And  now  let  us  turn  to  other  subjects.  Please  send 
me  all  of  Eeny's  letters,  and  I  will  forward  to  Harry. 

Carolyn  continues  an  agreeable  companion.  Our  life 
here  is  extremely  secluded,  and  I  have  been  surprised 
that  she  remains,  but  she  seems  quite  content.  Her 
training  in  the  convent  has  been  very  thorough,  and  has 
habituated  her  to  freedom  from  excitement  and  love  of 
repose.  She  has  accomplishments  as  well  as  solid  cul 
ture,  and  would  develop  fine  mental  qualities  in  a  col 
legiate  course  if  she  had  intellectual  ambition.  She 
rides  magnificently.  It  is  a  continual  wonder  to  me  to 
see  the  two,  the  child  and  the  woman.  They  seem  a  part 
of  their  horses,  and  so  absolutely  fearless  and  at  ease. 
It  is  perfectly  safe  for  Evangeline  to  ride  with  her,  for 
each  of  them  has  a  groom,  and  Evangeline's  papa  has 
allowed  her  to  ride  the  pony  she  has  had  for  years,  child 
as  she  is.  I  am  glad  to  see  them  start  and  come  again, 
but  I  should  not  like  to  see  them  in  the  wild  runs  they 
tell  about.  When  they  come  back  flushed  and  full  of 
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enthusiasm  over  the  exhilarating  exercise,  they  present 
a  striking  contrast.  Carolyn  has  strong,  prominent 
features,  brilliant  black  eyes,  and  coarse,  black,  heavy 
hair,  which  she  wears  back  from  her  face,  richly  braided, 
and  coiled  about  a  well-shaped  head ;  her  lips  a  coral  red, 
a  bright  brunette,  she  might  pose  for  an  Indian  princess, 
if  it  were  not  for  her  mourning  garb. 

Evangeline  is  a  perfect  blonde,  save  her  dark,  lus 
trous  eyes,  her  long,  light,  golden  ringlets  flying  to  the 
winds.  A  delicate  pink  glow  upon  her  usually  pale 
cheeks,  deepening  to  rose  on  her  lips,  gives  new  beauty 
to  her  small,  classic  features ;  truly  an  angelic  face. 

But  enough.  I  love  you  more  than  ever,  you  precious, 
beloved  mother,  the  sweetest  one  on  earth  to  your  de 
voted  daughter,  who  loves  and  forgives  as  you  have  al 
ways  forgiven  and  forgotten  every  pang  she  has  ever 
cost  you  from  her  natal  day. 

I  have  never  told  you  of  a  package  of  papers  left  in 
my  care  by  Mr.  Lorends,  not  to  be  opened  by  me  unless 
he  should  never  return.  In  that  case  I  am  to  open  them 
and  use  my  judgment  as  to  destroying  or  preserving 
them  for  Evangeline;  also,  if  I  would  accept  the  charge, 
he  intimated  that  he  wished  her  to  continue  under  my 
care. 

The  package  may  contain  directions  regarding  this, 
and  I  know  not  what  else.  He  said  they  would  explain 
some  of  the  mysteries  of  Indianola.  I  am  curious  to  see 
them.  Ever, 

YOUR  OWN. 
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XLIX. 

INDIANOLA,  May  20,  18 — . 

I  have  already  sent  you  two  little  notes,  my  dearest 
Keny,  but  I  must  not  wait  to  hear  from  you;  I  know, 
moving  on  as  you  are,  you  will  not  realize  that  you  are 
getting  further  and  further  off,  and  every  letter  takes 
longer  than  the  last  to  reach  us. 

Mother  has  sent  me  your  letters.  It  is  lovely  to  be 
having  such  a  good  time,  and  learning  at  every  turn. 

Mr.  Nantz  seems  determined  to  try  to  go  through  on 
the  old  overland  route  (is  this  at  present  the  route  of  the 
A.  T.  &  S.  F.  Railroad?)  and  to  put  in  months  of  time 
sight-seeing,  and  camping  off  the  great  trunk  lines.  I 
do  think  he  is  wise  if  he  can  succeed  in  making  sat 
isfactory  plans,  for  one  can  learn  so  little  going  on  half 
the  time  at  night,  and  just  flying  through  the  great 
West  as  though  there  were  nothing  to  see.  Much  of  the 
way  is  said  to  be  veritable  prairie  and  desert,  but  you 
will  manage  well  I  am  sure  and  make  the  most  of  your 
trip.  It  is  a  good  thing  Mr.  Nantz  is  well  posted  and 
has  friends  through  the  West  who  will  be  valuable  ad 
visors  and  agreeable  companions,  especially  in  the  In 
dian  regions. 

I  have  nothing  of  interest  to  tell  about  in  our  quiet 
life  here,  except  that  we  have  had  a  magnificent  box 
from  Paris.  Don't  that  impress  you !  However,  I  must 
not  boast.  Evangeline  received  this  box,  filled  with 
beautiful  presents  for  every  one  on  this  great  place,  not 
a  servant  forgotten,  and  these  were  not  from  Mr.  Lor- 
ends,  but  he  gave  them  to  his  little  daughter,  who  has 
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had  the  pleasure  of  making  the  gifts  herself;  and  what 
do  you  think  the  child  gave  to  your  Louise  ?  Two  lovely 
gowns.  One,  a  walking  suit,  of  a  non-descript  color, 
very  Frenchy,  and  the  other  a  simple  white,  but  a  marvel 
of  lace  and  of  taste.  I  need  not  say  that  I  never  had 
such  before.  How  they  came  to  fit  as  they  do  is  a  won 
der.  If  Mr.  Lorends  had  sent  them  to  me,  I  should  have 
hesitated  about  accepting  them ;  but  from  Evangeline — 
I  am  only  too  grateful;  they  are  much  more  to  me,  to 
us  all,  than  either  of  them  know,  saving  time  and  money 
with  which  to  do  for  others.  Why,  Reny,  you  could 
travel  from  Frisco  to  Japan  for  less  than  these  gowns 
cost,  I  dare  say ;  and  there  was  a  hat  to  match,  a  dainty, 
flowery  thing,  and  a  lovely  lace  scarf. 

Miss  Duvey  is  wearing  mourning  and  needed  no  robes. 
Mr.  Lorends  delighted  her  by  sending  an  exquisite  stone 
cameo  likeness  of  her  mother,  a  rare  gem,  and  a  perfect 
likeness,  she  says. 

A  beautiful  miniature  of  their  mother  on  ivory,  and 
mounted  in  velvet,  was  one  of  Evangeline's  gifts,  with 
dresses  and  hats'and  many  things  to  delight  a  little  girl. 

Good-by,  dearie.  Regards  to  Mr.  Nantz.  Never  for 
get  how  dear  you  are  to  your  sister,  or  how  much  she 
loves  your  love  and  your  telling  it. 
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CHICAGO,  July  5,  18 — . 

MY  DEAE  OLD  Lou :  I  'm  on  my  way  east  from  the 
Rocky  Mountains.  How  does  that  strike  you?  I  '11 
tell  you  all  about  it  in  a  minute.  But  first  let  me  ex 
plain  my  long  silence. 

Your  last  letter  reached  me  the  other  day  in  Denver. 
It  was  forwarded  from  New  York,  and  it  made  me  feel 
very  good  indeed,  and  very  bad,  too.  You  asked  me  to 
visit  you  in  June.  Now  it  is  July.  What  do  you  think 
of  me?  Many  thanks  and  much  regret  that  it  is  too 
late  to  accept. 

I  love  you  just  as  much  as  ever,  and  have  thought  of 
you  a  great  deal ;  and  the  only  reason  I  have  not  written 
is — heaven  knows,  I  don't.  A  non-letter  writing  spirit 
has  been  upon  me;  for  weeks  and  weeks  I  have  trusted 
to  Providence  and  my  own  dreams  to  keep  the  affection 
of  my  friends.  This  is  a  confession.  'Forgive  me  for 
the  sake  of  my  true  affection  for  you  and  write  me  in- 
stanter. 

On  the  eighth  of  June  we  started  from  New  York  for 
Colorado.  It  was  most  unexpected.  I  had  an  invitation 
to  go,  telegraphed  papa,  and  he  answered,  "Yes."  "We" 
consisted  of  a  distinguished  party,  most  of  whom  you  do 
not  know. 

Here  at  Chicago  we  were  joined  by  several  delightful 
people,  almost  filling  our  private  car,  and  spun  over  the 
plains  in  style,  stopping  at  the  cities  at  pleasure,  spend 
ing  a  week  in  Denver,  another  at  Colorado  Springs  and 
vicinity,  visiting  that  God-forsaken  mining  camp  called 
Leadville.  We  had  a  special  engine,  and  were  spoken  of 
in  the  papers  as  "our  distinguished  visitors,"  at  times  as 
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"guests,"  "a  cargo  of  capitalists,"  "magnates  from  the 
East,"  etc. 

We  had  simply  a  gorgeous  time,  and  I,  for  one,  can 
not  be  thankful  enough  for  the  grand  opportunity  it 
has  been  in  the  way  of  sight-seeing.  The  mountain 
scenery  especially  was  beyond  all  my  dreams  of  it.  I  've 
been  down  in  a  silver  mine,  and  know  even  more  than  I 
knew  before. 

At  Colorado  Springs  we  were  joined  by  Mr.  M — ,  son 
of  the  president  of  the ,  who  headed  our  expedi 
tion.  He  was  with  us  nine  days.  Just  at  present  he  is 
in  the  East,  but  will  join  us  on  my  return,  and  will  go 
home  with  me. 

I  charge  you  on  your  honor  to  tell  no  one  of  it,  not 
till  I  give  you  leave,  that  I  am  most  solemnly  engaged 
to  Reginald  McCrae.  He  has  just  been  to  see  papa,  and, 
although  he  wishes  the  young  man  at  the  bottom  of  the 
sea,  he  could  find  nothing  on  which  to  base  an  objection, 
except  that  he  thinks  girls  run  great  risks  in  marrying. 

In  a  year  we  hope  to  be  married,  and  your  devoted 
friend  will  leave  the  luxurious  East  to  live  in  a  Colorado 
mining  camp.  But,  my  dearest  Louise,  I  love  him  so 
utterly  that  I  would  go  to  the  ends  of  the  earth  with  him 
and  think  myself  fully  blessed  in  being  his  wife. 

I  expect  to  go  home  now  and  settle  down,  for  I  want 
to  be  all  I  can  to  them  this  year,  this  last  year.    These 
few  weeks  have  been  life  at  high  tide.    What  an  arena 
of  glory  I  entered  in  New  York,  and  now  I  look  forward  ' 
to  the  consummation  of  earthly  bliss. 

Write  to  me  soon,  dear,  and  tell  me  that  you  wish  me 
all  happiness.  If  you  only  knew  him  you  would  con 
gratulate  me  with  all  your  heart. 

Love  to  Miss  Duvey,  with  many  thanks  for  her  kind 
invitation  to  Indianola. 

Always  your  loving  FRANK 
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LI. 


A—,  July  18,  18—. 

MY  DEAEEST  SISTER  :  Sometimes  I  am  in  moods  that 
need  you.  I  am  in  one  now  and  want  your  advice.  Mr. 
Dranton's  son  is  at  home,  and  he  is  very  fast;  that  is 
a  charitable  way  to  put  it;  he  is  bad,  downright  mean, 
low,  dishonorable,  and  dishonest.  "Fast"  is  a  very  mild 
word  for  all  this.  He  is  a  few  months  older  than  I  am. 
He  has  lately  returned  from  college.  I  do  not  say  he 
learned  his  bad  habits  there,  but  he  smokes,  chews, 
drinks,  lies,  and  steals.  Here  is  where  the  shoe  pinches. 

His  father  may  not  know  this,  or  he  may.  He  invites 
me  to  his  house,  tries  to  bring  Ben  and  myself  together. 
If  it  is  for  my  sake,  I  wish  he  would  spare  himself  the 
trouble.  If  it  is  for  Ben's,  I  can  have  no  more  influence 
with  a  fellow  like  that  than  I  can  turn  the  Delaware  out 
of  its  course. 

Ben  Dranton  is  the  wisest  fellow  in  his  own  sight 
Henry  Varena  has  ever  had  the  unhappiness  to  meet, 
and  the  biggest  fool.  I  absolutely  detest  his  low  cun 
ning.  You  naturally  wonder  what  right  I  have  to  say  he 
steals.  Why,  he  helped  himself  to  money  from  the 
drawers  so  that  the  bookkeepers  could  not  keep  the  ac 
counts  straight :  then  they  had  orders  not  to  give  to  him 
without  written  orders. 

I  knew  nothing  of  this.  He  began  coming  to  me  to 
lend  to  him  anywhere  from  a  nickel  to  five  dollars,  and 
when  I  would  ask  for  it  would  put  me  off,  and  has  never 
paid  me  a  cent.  He  owes  me  about  $20  now,  and  is  ugly 
because  I  will  not  let  him  have  any  more. 
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Last  week  three  of  his  set  came  in  when  I  was  alone, 
about  closing  up  for  the  night,  and  asked  me  to  treat.  I 
declined.  They  then  offered  me  cigars.  I  was  beginning 
to  get  hot  and  mad,  thinking  they  had  agreed  to  bully 
me,  as  they  all  came  together.  However,  I  kept  my 
temper  and  was  finishing  up  my  work  when  Ben  pulled 
out  a  pack  of  cards  and  said,  "Come,  sis,  take  a  hand  in 
a  game  of  poker  and  we  '11  let  you  off." 

I  was  angry  in  a  minute.  "I  'd  as  soon  steal,"  I  said, 
looking  at  him. 

"You  're  a  boy  from  way  back,"  said  Dranton. 

"Pretty  near  as  good  as  a  girl,"  said  another. 

The  third,  "Where  were  you  dug  up  ?" 

Louise,  I  was  never  as  mad  in  my  life.  If  I  had  not 
had  the  father  and  mother  I  had,  and  been  taught  that 
it  was  as  wrong  to  fight  as  to  lie,  I  should  have  struck 
right  and  left  and  whipped  them  all  three,  or  been  beaten 
to  death. 

The  better  way  came  to  me,  and  I  said,  looking  each 
one  in  turn  straight  in  the  eye,  "I  neither  smoke,  drink, 
nor  play  cards;  now  what  are  you  going  to  do  about 
it?" 

"Give  all  such  Nancys  a  wide  berth,"  said  Dranton. 

"Thank  you,"  I  said,  as  I  stood  looking  at  them, 
"that  is  just  what  I  want,"  and  they  turned  and  walked 
away. 

Now  you  know  the  whole  story.  If  you  hear  of  trouble 
you  will  know  the  truth.  If  you  have  any  advice  to  give, 
it  will  be  welcome. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Dranton  both  continue  very  kind  to  me. 
I  enjoy  my  Sunday  visits  very  much.  They^ill  seem  to 
be  sorry  if  I  fail  to  appear  in  time  for  supper,  and  the 
three  pretty  little  girls  and  I  have  become  great  friends. 
With  Harold,  about  twelve,  and  Isabel,  the  young  lady 
of  the  family,  we  make  a  home  party  that  is  more  like 
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our  dear  home  circle  than  anything  I  have  found  in 
A — ,  and  when  we  all  sing  until  church  time,  it  brings 
the  tears  to  my  eyes,  it  is  so  like  home.  I  assure  you  it 
is  the  sweetest  hour  of  the  week  to  me. 

It  is  lovely  to  hear  Mrs.  Dranton's  sweet  voice.  She 
has  been  interdicted  from  singing  so  long  that  she  seems 
to  take  especial  pleasure  in  it  now,  and  adds  much  to 
the  Sunday  evening  harmonies. 

It  is  too  bad  that  Ben's  wild  ways  are  likely  to  give 
his  parents  trouble.  When  they  have  just  escaped  from 
one  trial,  to  have  another  is  hard  lines.  I  must  not  look 
on  the  black  side  of  the  matter,  but  hope  for  the  best. 

Good-night,  dearly  beloved  sister. 

YOUR  HARRY. 
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LIL 


HOME,  July  26,  18—. 

MY  DARLING  LOUISE  :  How  true  it  is  that  we  ascend 
the  mountain  through  the  valley  of  humiliation !  I 
have  had  deep,  heart-searching  lessons.  You  shall  know 
some  of  them  when  the  sky  has  fully  cleared.  I  have 
always  been  afraid  of  too  much  introspection ;  my  father 
used  to  say  it  was  not  a  healthful  spiritual  indication. 

I  am  now  too  deeply  stirred  by  a  very  sad  experience 
to  think  of  anything  else.  You  have  known  of  dear 
Mrs.  Merwin's  distress  ever  since  the  loss  of  her  lovely 
daughter.  I  shrink  from  naming  the  last  cruel  blow 
that  has  smitten  her  to  the  most  heart-breaking  depths 
of  woe. 

Mr.  Merwin  has  gone !  His  devotion  to  her  all 
through  this  sorrowful  year  has  been  touching,  trying 
to  make  up  for  their  darling's  flight  and  her  son's  wild 
ways  of  late.  He  became  reckless  because  his  mother 
seemed  to  care  nothing  for  him  or  Laura,  the  blessings 
left  her,  grieving  and  weeping  constantly.  It  made  his 
home  so  sad  he  would  not  or  could  not  endure  it.  Sure 
ly  an  enemy,  and  a  cruel  one,  has  done  this — "him  that 
has  the  power  of  death ;  that  is,  the  devil." 

I  did  not  go  to  her  as  I  longed  to  do,  for  I  thought 
her  long  indulged  grief  would  be  deaf  to  every  plea  of 
love  and  light.  She  would  not  want  to  be  comforted, 
to  forget,  but  to  indulge  it,  and  human  sympathy  would 
but  add  to  her  burden  of  woe,  if  powerless  to  arouse 
her  to  spiritual  thought. 

Doctor  White,  however,  came  in  and  urged  me  to  go, 
10 
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as  no  one  could  do  anything  for  her.  I,  too,  was  dumb ; 
could  hut  feel  tenderness  and  sympathy  inexpressible 
in  words,  silently  declaring  the  supremacy  of  Love.  Rob 
was  kneeling  beside  the  bed,  and,  taking  Laura  upon  my 
lap,  we  sat  silent  in  the  darkness.  One  by  one  other 
friends  went  out.  The  passing  wakened  her ;  she  roused 
as  from  a  dream. 

"Don't  say  'God'  to  me ;  there  is  no  God.  No,  no,  no, 
there  is  no  God ;  no,  no  God ;  there  is  no  God.  If  there 
were  a  God  he  would  have  heard  and  answered  my 
prayers  of  agony ;  there  is  no  God."  With  true  thoughts 
of  God  I  silently  met  this  woeful  wailing. 

"It  is  mockery  to  tell  me  that  God  is  able  and  willing 
to  save.  Why  did  he  not  do  it  ?  My  darling,  my  all ! 
He  was  good  to  me ;  he  loved  me,  my  comforter ;  now  no 
God,  no  husband;  nothing  but  despair,  despair,  de 
spair  !"  In  vain  her  children  tried  to  soothe  her. 

At  last  I  whispered,  scarcely  trusting  myself  to 
speak,  "Jesus  suffered;  he  has  tender  compassion;  he 
loves  you." 

"No,  no,"  she  cried,  "Jesus  is  Christ;  Christ  is  God; 
I  have  no  God;  I  have  no  Saviour — nothing,  nothing; 
a  Saviour  would  have  saved." 

"And  does  save,"  I  said  boldly,  turning  on  the  error 
that  dared  to  deny  the  love  of  Jesus. 

"Jesus  loves  you;  he  suffered  to  show  us  how  to  es 
cape  from  suffering  and  sorrow;  he  loves  you  and  will 
save  you  from  it,  if  you  will  but  look,  to  him.  Christ 
is  the  Lord  and  giver  of  life;  he  has  given  your  dear 
ones  life,  not  death ;  they  are  living,  not  dead." 

"Living!  What  do  you  mean?"  she  said,  sitting  up 
and  looking  at  me  intently. 

"They  are  not  dead,  but  living;  Christ  has  saved 
them  from  death ;  they  may  be  here  with  us  now.  There 
is  to  them  no  death;  they  have  but  passed  on  to  an- 
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other  phase  of  life,  as  though  a  rose  upon  the  garden 
wall  had  clambered  up  and  blossomed  on  the  other  side." 

Listening  now,  Love  poured  the  Balm  of  Life  and 
Truth  into  those  riven  hearts,  so  thankful  that  they 
listened  and  we  were  alone.  Later  I  left  them  com 
forted  with  the  new  thought,  promising  to  return  as 
soon  as  the  children  were  again  at  school. 

During  my  absence  the  enemy  had  come  in  like  a 
flood,  with  letters  of  condolence  and  weeping  friends, 
all  emphasizing  the  old  error.  Before  I  reached  the 
room  I  heard  her  cry  out,  "Don't  say  He  loves  me;  I 
would  rather  He  would  hate  me,"  and  much  more. 

I  took  her  hand.  As  soon  as  we  were  alone  she  said, 
"Mrs.  Varena,  tell  me  again  what  you  said  this  morn 
ing."  I  repeated  it  as  best  I  could. 

"I  wish  I  could  believe  it;  but  Doctor  White  says, 
'Whom  the  Lord  loveth  he  chastiseth/  and  he  has  done 
this  to  teach  me  some  good  lesson,  and  I  must  be  pa 
tient  and  learn  it.  I  cannot  understand  it;  I  cannot 
bear  it;  and  you,  too,  say  that  he  is  Love.  He  is  not 
Love  if  he  has  taken  my  husband  from  me,  but  cruel, 
cruel !  There  is  no  Love,  no  good  God ;  there  is  nothing 
but  despair,  despair,  despair !" 

Oh,  it  is  pitiful,  and  false,  basely  false  thus  to  charge 
our  loving  Father  with  this  dreadful  evil  of  death;  yet 
how  patient  we  should  be,  how  far  from  judging  others 
for  these  awful  errors  of  belief,  for  we,  too,  were  thus 
ignorant  and  blinded  always  until  this  new  discovery 
of  Truth  came  to  save  us. 

Truly  it  is  from  ignorance  this  sense-deceived  world 
needs  deliverance.  The  false  interpretations  of  Scrip 
ture  are  made  the  basis  of  belief,  and  sin,  sickness,  and 
death  have  been  believed  to  be  God's  will ;  that  He  not 
only  permits  but  decrees  them.  How  is  it  possible  that 
we  ever  did  believe  this  with  an  open  Bible  which  plain- 
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ly  teaches  the  very  opposite — that  sin  is  the  devil,  who 
has  the  power  of  death,  which  is  never  God's  will. 

I  besought  Mrs.  Merwin  not  to  go  to  the  cemetery,  re 
peating  a  little  child's  words  as  she  looked  at  a  dear  one 
not  dead,  but  sleeping,  "Mamma,  this  is  not  little 
brother ;  it  is  as  if  he  had  laid  aside  his  old  clothes,  too 
small  and  all  worn  out,"  and  said  exultingly,  seeing  the 
casket,  "They  can't  put  him  in  that ;  they  can't  see  him, 
they  can't  catch  him." 

How  eagerly  in  calmer  moments  her  hungry  heart 
drank  in  these  words ! 

"Can  it  be  possible  a  child  said  that  ?" 

"Yes,  and  reproved  the  weeping,  saying,  What  are 
you  crying  for?  I  should  think  you  would  be  glad 
he  has  gone  to  such  a  beautiful  place  as  heaven,  where 
Jesus  is,  and  where  he  '11  never  be  sick  nor  suffer  any 
more." 

"Dear  Mrs.  Merwin,"  I  said,  "don't  you  think  it 
would  have  been  cruel  for  a  Christian  mother  to  have 
marred  the  faith  of  that  little  one  by  grief,  doubts,  and 
tears  ?"  She  promised  me  to  look  away  from  the  mortal 
to  the  immortal,  the  reality,  which  alone  gave  her  com 
fort. 

I  left  her  feeling  better,  her  grief  assuaged  by  the 
thought  that  her  lost  treasures  were  together  and  that 
the  beauty,  goodness,  love,  everything  she  loved  so  dear 
ly  was  untouched  by  this  change.  This  thought  seemed 
especially  to  help  her : 

"If  your  eyes  were  opened  as  were  those  of  the  disci 
ples  on  the  Mount  of  Transfiguration,  you  would  see 
them  as  much  more  fair  than  they  were  on  earth  as  was 
the  dear  Saviour  when  his  face  and  garments  were  all 
aglow,  radiant  with  spiritual  light.  Then  you  would 
know  there  was  nothing  to  grieve  for.  Looking  beyond 
the  veil  of  matter  you  would  find  your  Saviour  does  save, 
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and  with  a  thankful  heart  would  comfort  your  children 
and  be  comforted  yourself." 

When  I  went  over  in  the  morning  to  stay  with  her 
while  they  went  to  the  cemetery,  for  she  had  almost 
promised  me  she  would  not  go,  again  I  found  the  enemy 
had  come  in  clouds  of  blackness,  bringing  despair. 

"I  must  go;  I  must  stay  with  him  to  the  last;  it  is 
the  last  thing  I  can  do  for  him,  and  you  must  go  with 
me."  How  I  shrank  from  it,  but  there  was  nothing  else 
to  do.  How  hard  it  made  it  clinging  to  that  nothing 
ness — dust!  The  minister  of  God  was  mute,  helpless 
to  comfort,  her  poor  boy  and  weeping  daughter  nothing 
to  her,  her  cries  lacerating  all  hearts  most  of  all  when 
those  mighty,  pregnant  words  had  just  been  spoken, 
"0  death,  where  is  thy  sting?  0  grave,  where  is  thy 
victory?"  The  awful  claim  of  death  was  terribly  real 
to  them,  the  bitter  sting  of  man's  last  enemy  win 
ning  a  cruel  victory  to  human  sense,  shutting  out  the 
true  thought  of  life,  ignoring  the  perfect  finished  work 
of  Christ  and  the  Holy  Comforter's  power  and  presence. 
The  words  seem  mockery  in  such  a  scene,  yet  they  are 
truth;  to  believe  and  prove  them  would  be  true  Chris 
tian  faith,  until  death  is  fully  vanquished  and  burials 
cease. 

Oh,  how  I  longed  to  speak  the  Word  of  Life !  Would 
that  I  could  have  spoken  it  so  understandingly  and 
courageously  that  the  dead  might  have  heard  and  risen 
before  us.  Jesus  would  have  done  it;  he  bade  his  disci 
ples  to  do  it.  Can  we  be  his  true  followers  until  we  love 
him  enough  to  obey  all  of  his  commands  ?  He  said,  "If 
ye  love  me  keep  my  commandments."  Brave,  true  words 
I  am  speaking,  but  alas,  alas !  has  but  one  on  earth  to 
day  risen  to  the  deed  of  it,  though  he  said,  "Surely  I 
come  quickly,"  eighteen  hundred  years  and  more  ago? 
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We  bore  her  fainting  to  the  carriage,  thankful  when 
we  laid  her  on  her  couch  that  the  worst  was  over. 

Louise,  dearest,  bigger  and  bigger  grew  the  indigna 
tion  in  my  heart  all  that  day  over  the  old  ways  of  think 
ing,  the  dreadful  teaching  that  God  did  it  or  permitted 
it  to  be  done.  We  are  told  to  hate  evil — mortal  mind 
and  all  its  dire,  deadly  dreams,  the  liar  and  the  lie, 
vice  and  vicious,  ill,  vile,  devil,  hell,  illusion  and  delu 
sion  that  it  is,  rousing  the  fear,  bringing  the  disaster, 
confirming  it  as  true  by  false  sense  testimony,  shutting 
up  the  poor  victim  to  suffering  and  death,  and  then  say 
ing,  "God— Good  did  it." 

Think  of  it!  The  dear,  good,  loving  Father,  "who 
doeth  all  things  well/'  thus  dishonored  and  defamed! 
The  sorrowing  children  of  earth  robbed  of  faith,  hope, 
peace,  and  joy  in  the  yearning,  tender  love  of  the 
Father,  who  sees  them  even  when  a  great  way  off,  and 
comes  to  meet  them  with  blessings  beyond  their  highest 
hopes,  thus  made  their  scourge — He  who  is  their  salva 
tion  and  only  refuge  from  the  storms  of  earth,  infinite 
Love,  ever  present  and  omnipotent!  "Our  Father, 
which  art  in  heaven,  hallowed  be  thy  name !" 

For  thousands  of  years  the  Bible  has  been  saying 
that  man  is  God's  image,  and  Jesus  showed  to  the  world 
what  this  image  is,  spiritual,  undying,  with  dominion 
over  sin,  sickness,  and  death;  the  love,  wisdom,  and 
power  of  God  made  manifest. 

How  strange — never  until  now  that  the  spiritual  in 
terpretation  of  these  Scriptures  has  been  given  to  us, 
have  we  been  able  to  see  the  true  man  or  his  counterfeit 
as  he  is !  Not  a  man  at  all,  but  truly  a  very  worm  of  the 
dust,  so  far  from  dominion  that  he  is  under  bondage 
to  everything — hereditary  laws,  climate,  weather,  hy 
gienic  laws,  food,  fear  in  countless  forms,  fear  of  beasts 
and  creeping  things,  insects,  microbes,  accidents.  N"o 
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wonder  the  news  of  the  day  is  a  melange  of  the  shocking 
details  of  the  horrible  happenings  and  dreadful  doings 
of  this  creature  of  dust,  who  at  last  turns  to  dust  and 
is  buried  beneath  it !  "Ye  are  of  your  father,  the  devil, 
and  the  works  of  your  father  ye  will  do." 

It  certainly  is  the  highest  wisdom  of  this  dust  creature 
to  obey  the  call,  "Come  unto  me" — the  true  idea  of 
man — Christ  Jesus — and  be  ye  saved.  Think  of  what 
even  a  little  understanding  of  the  Truth  of  being  does 
for  us  in  lifting  humanity  to  a  truer  thought  of  man  as 
spiritual  because  his  Father  is  spirit.  We  cannot  be 
thankful  enough  for  the  peace  and  joy  it  gives,  honor 
ing  God  and  blessing  man,  this  mortal  thus  putting  on 
immortality.  That  all  may  quickly  learn  and  live  it, 
is  the  fervent  prayer  of 

Your  devoted 

MOTHER. 
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LIII. 

MONTREUX,   SWITZERLAND. 

HOTEL  DU  CYGNE,  July  11,  18 — . 

MY    DARLING    LITTLE    DAUGHTER  I      You   will    be    SUr- 

prised  to  hear  from  me,  but  my  thoughts  are  ever  with 
you,  and  I  write  to  tell  you  I  have  ordered  a  wreath  of 
immortelles  from  Paris  for  you;  you  will  know  what 
to  do  with  it.  Keep  sweet  thoughts  of  every  one  ever  in 
your  heart. 

Give  my  love  to  your  sister  and  Miss  Louise.  I  saw 
your  brother.  I  think  we  shall  always  be  friends.  He 
was  frank  and  cordial,  responding  to  every  kindly  im 
pulse  of  my  heart.  I  deeply  regret  our  not  having 
known  each  other  long  ago;  but  all  's  well  that  ends 
well,  and  we  shall  yet  have  happy  times  together. 

I  cannot  tell  when  I  will  be  at  home.  I  am  seeking 
to  give  as  I  gain  a  higher  sense  of  good.  What  more 
can  one  do  anywhere?  The  clouds  that  have  so  long 
overshadowed  me  are  lifting.  I  am  far  happier  than 
when  I  wrote  you  from  London;  not  that  I  want  you 
less,  but  I  feel  less  dependent  upon  you,  now  that  I 
realize  more  my  oneness  with  our  Father  and  my  sole 
and  absolute  dependence  upon  Him.  This  love  is  so 
supreme  that  it  lifts  us  above  the  loves  of  earth  and 
thus  above  its  fears.  I  love  you  as  His  child,  a  gift 
from  Him,  with  far  more  than  human  love,  and  have  a 
new-born  love  for  my  fellow  men  springing  from  the 
Truth  that  we  all  have  one  Father,  one  Mind,  and  are 
really  and  truly  one  family,  all  governed  by  Love. 
Through  this  realization  I  find  the  youthful  longing  of 
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my  heart  reawakened  to  preach  this  gospel  of  Love  and 
Truth. 

You  can  find  this  lovely  village  on  your  map.  It  is 
in  the  mountains  of  Switzerland,  on  the  beautiful  Lake 
of  Geneva,  Mont  Blanc,  though  many  miles  away,  tower 
ing  above  it  with  its  pure  white  summit  lost  in  the 
clouds.  How  I  wish  you  and  Carolyn  and  your  teacher 
were  here  to  see  the  view  from  my  window  overlooking 
Lake  Leman  (or  Geneva),  and  in  the  distance,  though 
seemingly  very  near,  I  see  the  mountain  called  "Dent 
du  Midi"  (or  middle  teeth),  all  covered  with  snow; 
the  lower  mountains,  in  living  green  coming  down  to 
the  water's  edge. 

What  walks  and  rides  we  should  have  if  you  were 
here.  I  am  near  Vevay.  Other  pretty  villages  lie  scat 
tered  around  the  east  side  of  the  lake,  all  within  walk 
ing  distance  of  each  other;  they  are  exquisite  in  their 
lake  and  mountain  settings,  resorted  to  by  many  in 
valids  taking  "the  grape  cure."  I  wish  they  all  knew 
how  much  better  is  the  "Christ  cure."  Some  day  I  will 
tell  you  what  it  has  done  for  your  papa.  This  hotel 
is  as  charming  as  it  can  be — a  garden  full  of  magnolias 
and  flowers  of  every  description  sloping  down  to  the 
lake.  Perhaps  your  sister  has  been  here  and  can  tell  you 
more  about  it. 

I  leave  for  Chamouni  next  Monday,  and  expect  then 
to  go  by  way  of  the  Italian  Lakes  to  Milan.  Ever, 
precious  one,  Your  fond 

PAPA. 
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LIV. 

July  26,  18—. 

MY  DEAR  HARRY:  "Be  virtuous  and  you  will  be 
happy";  trite  but  true.  I  do  not  believe  any  one  does 
the  right  thing,  with  true  motives,  without  receiving 
reward  in  some  way,  but  it  does  not  always  come  as 
promptly  as  it  has  to  you. 

You  want  to  know  how  you  can  best  help  Ben? 
Harry,  the  whole  secret  is  in  thinking  and  speaking  the 
Truth.  Now  in  order  to  do  this  you  will  have  to  know 
it. 

There  is  a  foundation  Principle,  as  Mr.  Dranton  has 
told  you ;  it  is  indeed  Love,  and  is  to  be  accepted  as  ab 
solute  Truth.  God  is  the  Father  of  man,  and  God  is 
good.  If  man  is  the  likeness  of  this  good  Father  he 
must  be  good,  too.  Now,  dear,  take  your  stand  on  that 
and  do  not  be  turned  from  that  true  thought  by  any 
appearances  or  actions  to  the  contrary. 

Ben  Dranton  is  God's  child.  No  matter  about  his 
past  or  present  ways,  he  is  the  child  of  this  Father,  an 
expression  of  the  one  Life  which  is  good  and  nothing 
but  good,  and  all  that  seems  so  faulty  cannot  of  course 
come  from  this  good  Father  nor  from  the  Father's  child. 
You  will  at  once  ask  where  does  it  come  from  ? 

All  that  is  not  good  comes  from  Ben's  not  knowing 
his  Father  or  himself.  He  thinks  he  is  something  sepa 
rate  from  God.  This  mortal  sense  of  himself  is  sin  and 
nothing  but  sin.  If  it  is  something  separate  from  good, 
what  is  it?  Bad,  evil.  It  is  something  really  foreign 
to  his  true  nature;  it  does  not  belong  to  the  reality  of 
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his  being ;  it  does  not  come  from  anywhere  or  anything ; 
it  is  nothing  but  a  mistake,  an  error.  There  is  no  power 
or  principle  back  of  it,  and  it  is  only  his  belief  and  the 
beliefs  of  others  in  the  reality  and  power  of  evil  over 
him  that  gives  it  a  seeming  power.  It  is  the  vain  im 
agination  of  mortal  mind,  "only  evil  continually." 

Now  you  can  think  the  Truth  as  to  his  real  nature  and 
being  if  no  one  else  does.  It  is  not  true  that  he  is  what 
he  seems  to  be;  you  know  this,  if  the  reasons  I  have 
given  you  are  understood.  You  can  and  must  deny  all 
reality  and  power  to  the  wrong  doings,  for  they  are 
only  temptations,  suppositions,  or  errors  which  are  not 
true,  and  the  knowledge  that  they  are  not  true  is  the 
truth  which  destroys  them.  God  is  the  absolute  Good 
that  man,  as  the  child  of  that  good  Father,  reflects  or 
expresses. 

Dear  Harry,  I  don't  know  whether  you  understand 
me  or  not.  I  have  tried  to  give  you  the  thought  as  sim 
ply  as  possible.  As  to  the  way  to  use  that  thought, 
every  time  you  think  of  Ben  think  of  him  as  pure  and 
good,  perfect,  because  his  Father  is  good,  perfect,  and 
could  not  have  any  but  a  good  child.  Say  to  yourself, 
I  don't  care  how  he  seems  or  what  people  say,  he  is 
God's  child,  and  he  cannot  be  or  do  anything  that  is  not 
right;  in  short,  Harry,  think  and  say  of  him  just  the 
very  opposite  of  that  which  he  seems  to  be,  and  you  will 
help  him.  And  when  others  blame,  silently  deny  the 
errors  expressed.  Say  to  yourself,  "None  of  the  things 
you  say  are  true ;  the  real  Ben  is  all  right  and  you  will 
see  it  some  day."  Act  accordingly,  too;  treat  him  as  a 
brother;  love  the  lovely  thing  you  will  see,  if  you  see 
him  as  a  son  of  the  loving  Father;  having  the  same 
Father,  are  you  not  really  brothers?  Get  close  to  his 
heart,  and  if  you  do  not  help  him,  I  am  a  false  prophet. 

Good-by,  dear  boy.     Always  remember  how  dear  you 
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are  to  my  heart,  how  every  thought  of  you  is  love,  and 
how  I  count  upon  you  and  Eeny  to  help  to  make  the 
world  better  and  happier,  because  God,  Good,  is  really 
and  truly  your  Father. 

Beyond  all  words,  fondly  your 

SISTEK. 

P.  S. — I  send  you  Keny's  last  letter,  which  you  will 
send  to  mother. 
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LV. 


SANTA  FE,  July  16,  18—. 

MY  PRECIOUS  LOUISE  :  This  is  probably  the  last  even 
ing  I  shall  ever  spend  in  the  capital  of  New  Mexico, 
though  from  my  last  letter  home,  written  but  a  few  days 
ago  to  Nettie,  you  no  doubt  expected  us  to  settle  down 
here  for  a  long  sojourn.  On  the  very  day  the  letter  was 
mailed  we  learned  that  a  party  was  making  preparations 
to  start  upon  a  return  trip  to  the  States  via  El  Paso  and 
San  Antonio.  Mr.  Nantz  expressed  his  desire  to  make 
part  of  that  trip  in  our  journey  westward,  and  we  were 
at  once  cordially  invited  to  join  the  party,  they  offering 
to  carry  whatever  luggage  was  necessary  for  our  comfort 
and  convenience. 

The  offer  seemed  a  desirable  one,  especially  as  we 
cannot  always  find  a  small  train  such  as  this,  a  company 
partly  attended  and  conducted  by  gentlemen.  We  have 
selected  horses  rather  for  service  than  looks,  and  are 
about  ready  to  set  out  to-morrow  morning  at  eleven. 
The  fact  is,  nothing  could  gladden  my  heart  like  the 
return  to  the  embraces  of  my  dearest  at  home,  but  we 
have  decided  to  push  on. 

We  have  tried  this  climate,  seen  the  country,  a  fair 
type  of  the  whole  of  New  Mexico.  Some  definite  object 
is  a  very  condition  of  our  healthy  being;  strange  things 
to  see  and  enjoy,  a  distant  point  to  reach,  a  rough  jour 
ney  to  reach  it,  is  the  sort  of  life  that  suits  such  adven 
turers  as  we  are. 

The  mail  men  thus  far  have  treated  me  remarkably 
well.  Not  a  letter  of  which  others  have  made  mention 
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failed  of  timely  arrival.  The  pleasure  occasioned  by 
this  continued  flow,  this  crystal  stream  from  the  big, 
deep  spring  of  love  at  home,  bringing  tokens  of  re 
membrance  and  affection,  makes  up  for  all  my  depriva 
tions. 

You  should  see  me  blush  and  smile,  almost  tearful, 
reading  and  rereading  home  letters. 

I  have  followed  mother's  advice,  cultivating  close  ob 
servation  of  men  and  things,  not  reading  books  except 
at  night,  or  when  there  was  nothing  to  see  or  do,  and 
have  thus  had  the  opportunity  of  storing  away  much 
practical  knowledge  for  future  use,  and,  above  all,  mak 
ing  it  a  daily  object  and  endeavor  to  lift  my  thoughts 
and  affections  to  Him,  whom  to  know  aright  is  life 
eternal.  "Peace  I  leave  with  you,  my  peace  I  give  unto 
you."  This  is  the  priceless  jewel,  the  pearl  which 

"The  world  can  neither  give  nor  take  away." 
"The  soul's  calm  sunshine  and  the  quiet  joy." 

If  I  had  time  to  prepare,  I  could  not  send  a  letter 
heavy  enough  to  balance  your  glorious  one.  I  am  well ; 
I  am  happy.  Carry  my  love  to  Louise,  0  letter — to 
Harry;  carry  it  on  to  mother,  and  Ethel,  and  Nettie, 
and  "Jack  and  Jill." 

Mr.  N"antz  is  in  constant  thought,  and  seems  at  times 
much  depressed,  glad  to  be  away  from  everybody. 

Ever  your  loving 

LAWRENCE. 


LOUISA  VAKENA  159 


LVI. 

INDIANOLA,  August  2,  18 — . 

MY  DEAREST  FRANK  :  I  have  not  been  giving  you  tit 
for  tat  in  this  delay,  not  a  bit  of  it.  I  was  delighted  to 
get  your  letter,  but  thought  I  would  not  respond  to  it 
until  I  heard  you  were  at  home.  Perhaps  something  of 
your  non-letter-writing  spirit  has  possessed  me,  and — 
"heaven  knows  why,  I  don't."  You  have  had  a  grand 
trip.  I  heartily  congratulate  you  on  it. 

As  to  congratulating  you  upon  your  fiance,  I  shall 
wait  awhile.  Why  should  I?  He  may  be  the  Adonis 
you  think  him  and  you  may  love  him  no  better  than  he 
deserves,  but  to  think  of  your  going  out  to  a  mining 
camp !  Think  of  it,  a  thousand  miles  away  from  me 
and  all  your  friends  for  this  one  man,  an  acquaintance 
of  a  few  weeks !  You  will  surely  admit  it  is  unreason 
able.  I  am  more  than  ready  to  congratulate  him;  but 
you — not  yet. 

Miss  Duvey  is  writing  you  a  note,  and  has  asked  me 
to  urge  you  to  accept  her  invitation  to  come  to  see  us 
now.  Ned  is  included  in  her  invitation,  and  I  hope 
you  both  will  accept  and  come  at  once.  Miss  Warner 
and  Miss  Stratton  are  coming,  and  Mrs.  Everard,  you 
doubtless  know  her,  and  some  others,  their  men  friends. 
I  will  keep  your  secret  until  you  give  me  leave  to  speak. 

I  want  you  to  know  Carrie  Duvey,  and  am  ashamed 
of  myself  when  I  think  of  the  impression  I  must  have 
given  you  of  her.  I  guess  it  was  my  own  pride  that 
brought  out  hers,  but  we  are  all  right  now.  She  has 
told  me,  when  I  have  wondered  at  her  love  of  repose, 
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quite  contented  here,  that  she  came  very  near  going  into 
a  convent.  She  grew  very  fond  of  the  kind,  lovely  sis 
ters  and  their  restful  ways.  Life  in  the  world  looked 
fearfully  risky ;  her  memories  of  it  were  not  happy,  and 
she  doubted  and  mistrusted  all  mankind. 

"I  could  not  bear  the  sight  of  a  man,  without  priestly 
robes,  and  if  I  had  not  had  George  for  a  brother,  cer 
tainly  should  have  been  a  nun,  and  a  man-hater." 

I  thought  she  was  interested  in  Lieutenant  Stanford, 
her  brother's  friend,  but  she  will  not  admit  it,  and  it  is 
not  easy  for  me  to  understand  her  feelings,  as  we  always 
had  beaux — well,  from  infancy.  How  could  we  help 
it  with  our  brothers  and  their  many  friends  at  play 
with  us,  as  well  as  at  school?  Why,  Frank,  I  have  al 
ways  liked  somebody  better  than  the  rest  of  mankind, 
and  so  have  you.  And  now  you  are  engaged,  and  I  am 
not  likely  to  be,  for  if  I  've  ever  met  the  man  I  could 
love  well  enough  to  marry,  he  has  not  told  me  he  wants 
me,  and  until  he  does  I  shall  never  know  myself  whether 
I  would  have  him  or  not.  Is  that  enigmatical  ? 

I  inclose  Miss  Duvey's  note.    Don't  dare  to  say  "nay." 

Your  ever  loving, 

LOUISE. 
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LVII. 

INDIANOLA,  August  6,  18 — . 

DEAREST:  I  am  grieved  more  than  words  can  ex 
press  for  dear  Mrs.  Merwin,  Bob,  and  Laura.  How  bit 
ter  these  experiences  and  trials  are  only  those  know  who 
have  suffered.  I  often  wonder  how  they  are  borne  by 
sad  hearts  who  do  not  see  the  light  beyond  the  veil  of 
matter.  I  sympathize  with  you  in  your  arraignment  of 
error,  especially  the  awful  crimes  that  evil  dares  to 
charge  the  loving  Father  with  inflicting  upon  His  help 
less  children.  That  is  double-dyed  devilment. 

We  can  never  be  thankful  enough  that  the  lie  is  ex 
posed  and  the  Truth  proclaimed  right  now  in  this  world 
where  it  is  so  needed.  This  truer  knowledge  of  God  as 
Love  has  come  to  save  it  from  its  despair. 

You  can  imagine  my  eagerness  for  the  arrival  of 
Frank  and  Neddie.  I  send  with  this  a  list  of  things  you 
must  send  by  them.  We  are  busy  preparing  for  our 
visitors,  anticipating  great  fun  on  land  and  sea. 

Ever,  with  love  to  all, 

LOUISE. 
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LVIIL 

A — ,  August  9,  18 — . 

DEAREST  SISTER  :  I  was  much  pleased  with  your  last 
letter  and  think  I  understand  something  of  the  reality 
of  being.  It  is  certainly  a  glorious  view  of  things — 
far,  far  beyond  our  highest  dreams.  Founded  upon 
God's  Word,  it  must  be  true,  and  reasonable,  too,  if  the 
religion  of  Christ  is  anything  but  a  myth.  Still  it 
seemes  awfully  queer  to  seem  to  be  saying  downright 
lies,  when  you  know  you  are  speaking  the  truth  if  no 
body  else  does.  Louise,  I  smile  every  time  I  think  of 
it — this  perfect  hidden  life  that  so  few  believe  in;  but 
don't  the  apostle  Paul  say,  "Your  life  is  hid  with  Christ 
in  God"?  Since  I  received  your  letter  I  cannot  tell 
you  how  often  texts  learned  long  ago  come  into  my 
thought  unbidden,  that  point  to  the  declarations  you 
have  given  me. 

I  tell  you,  Lou,  I  feel  like  a  man  and  a  brother  when 
I  take  Ben's  part  against  his  whole  kith  and  kin,  and 
say  to  myself,  "He  's  good"  every  time  others  say  the  con 
trary.  Look  here,  Louise,  do  you  think  it  is  easy?  It 
may  be  for  you,  for  it  is  always  easy  for  you  to  be  good 
and  do  right,  but  I  'm  the  opposite,  and  I  nearly  choke 
sometimes  in  trying  to  say  the  innocent  little  words  you 
have  suggested. 

But,  dear,  I  mean  to  try  your  plan  and  to  try  it  faith 
fully.  If  it  is  not  the  true  way,  it  certainly  is  better 
than  the  way  they  have  been  doing — scolding,  lecturing, 
bribing,  threatening  until  the  poor  boy  is  perfectly  reck 
less.  He  said  to  me  the  other  night: 
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"Nobody  trusts  me  or  gives  me  any  credit  for  doing 
right  when  I  do  it;  it  is  always  suspicion  and  fault 
finding,  even  when  I  deserve  better." 

"What  do  you  want  with  credit  for  doing  right?"  I 
said.  "Come  now  and  look  this  thing  squarely  in  the 
face,  and  you  will  find  you  will  get  more  good,  solid 
satisfaction  from  a  consciousness  of  having  done  the 
right,  manly,  or  unselfish  act  than  in  all  the  praise  for 
it  you  could  ever  hope  to  get." 

"That  's  a  new  thought  to  me,  Harry.  I  don't  think 
any  one  ever  told  me  that  before,  but  I  am  half  disposed 
to  believe  it,  because  when  I  did  a  certain  thing  the 
other  day  that  made  a  poor  woman  happy  and  pro 
tected  her  against  the  meanness  of  some  of  the  fellows, 
I  felt  a  glow  of  happiness  all  over ;  but  when  I  was  ridi 
culed  for  it  and  was  accused  of  an  underhand  motive, 
and  my  father  seemed  to  begrudge  me  the  little  money 
I  spent,  it  made  me  so  mad  that  I  swore  I  'd  get  as 
drunk  as  an  admiral  and  spend  more  money  for  liquor 
than  I  spent  for  the  woman."  ,  . 

"Did  you  do  it?" 

"No,  but  it  is  not  too  late  yet ;  something  has  sort  of 
held  me  back." 

"And  I  hope  will  hold  you  back  for  good ;  you  're  too 
clever  a  fellow  to  have  this  sort  of  tantrum.  If  you  had 
kept  your  temper  and  continued  to  feel  glad  of  the  good 
you  had  done,  with  backbone  enough  to  stand  a  little 
twitting  when  you  knew  you  had  done  right,  you  would 
have  had  a  manly  victory  over  yourself  and  your  friends, 
too." 

You  can  see  from  this,  Lou,  that  you  are  a  true 
prophet  so  far,  for  it  showed  some  good  in  the  boy,  and 
as  hope  springs  eternal  in  the  human  breast,  I  'm  going 
on,  and  will  see  how  your  scheme  works,  though  I  say  it 
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again,  it  goes  awfully  against  the  grain,  and  sometimes 
I  think  I  'm  not  equal  to  it. 

Mr.  Dranton  has  thanked  me  for  being  kind  to  Ben, 
telling  me  of  his  great  desire  for  his  son  to  lead  a  dif 
ferent  life,  urging  me  to  try  to  interest  him  in  better 
things,  and  offering  me  a  valuable  present  as  a  reward, 
saying  that  he  could  now  see  that  they  had  not  known 
enough  of  the  true  way  to  guide  him  aright. 

I  told  him  that  I  would  be  glad  to  do  anything  I 
could  for  Ben  and  for  him.  If  he  felt  like  making  me 
a  present  at  any  time  it  would  be  gratefully  received, 
but  it  was  contrary  to  the  precepts  of  my  father  to  be 
paid  for  doing  right. 

Dearest  Lou,  you  are  the  same  comforter  and  strength- 
ener  of  the  good  in  me  that  you  always  have  been.  It 
was  "a  moral  and  spiritual  victory  as  superior  to  a  fisti 
cuff  or  brute  force,  as  a  man  is  to  a  dog,  not  to  fight 
those  boys."  I  know  it,  but  when  you  tell  me  how  you 
love  and  prize  me  for  it — "thankful  that  Henry  Varena 
is  your  brother;  would  rather  have  him  to  do  that  way 
than  make  a  fortune ;  true  as  steel  to  dear  father's  prin 
ciples  and  teachings,  and  better  than  all  to  his  example 
true" — I  tell  you,  Lou,  it  makes  me  feel  doubly  willing 
to  pull  up  stream  straight  against  the  whole  current  of 
the  world's  ways. 

And  I  do  believe,  too,  those  very  boys  respect  me  for 
it.  Men  like  pluck  even  if  it  condemns  them.  It  is  a 
grand  thing  to  have  principle  and  to  live  up  to  it.  It  is 
something  for  us  to  thank  God  for  every  minute,  that  it 
has  not  only  been  born  in  us,  but  bred  in  us  and  drilled 
in  besides,  morning,  noon,  and  night.  Think  if  we  had 
been  handicapped  by  low  ancestral  vices,  trained  by 
careless  or  ignorant  parents,  with  all  the  work  ours  have 
done  for  us  to  be  done  by  ourselves  after  we  were  grown 
— inbred  vileness,  unbred  indecency — my  heavens,  what 
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a  task!  Not  that  I  mean  to  impute  anything  of  this 
kind  to  Ben  Dranton,  whose  lineage  has  been  good,  but 
"there  are  others/' 

Only  the  Omnipotent  can  overcome  the  terrible  odds 
that  some  poor  mortals  have  to  work  against.  How  di 
vine  Love  and  pity  must  go  out  to  them,  and  they  are 
everywhere!  I  will  be  more  than  ever  ready  to  lend  a 
hand  to  all  that  come  my  way,  and  pity  and  forgive  even 
if  they  revile  me;  truly  grateful  that  I  am  saved  their 
fate.  Ever,  with  fond  love, 

YOUR  HARRY. 
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LIX. 

INDIANOLA,  August  15,  18 — . 

MY  DEAR  MRS.  VARENA  :  I  am  not  the  inconsiderate, 
unkind,  giddy  young  person  that  I  seem.  I  could 
smother  you  with  reasons  why,  but  I  won't  bore  you  to 
that  extent.  I  will  only  beg  you  to  excuse  the  delay 
which  has  been,  because  we  have  been  having  such  a 
grand  good  time  that  every  day  I  just  waited  to  tell  you 
more  of  it,  till  I  see  you  are  getting  not  one  jot  of  good 
from  all  my  dreams  of  right  doing,  with  my  promise  to 
write  to  you  still  unfulfilled. 

Miss  Duvey  was  very  kind  to  invite  us  here,  and  I 
shall  always  cherish  the  memory  of  this  visit. 

We  have  wasted  a  lot  of  pity  on  Louise.  To  be  sure 
it  did  seem  lonely,  but  the  compensations  we  have  not 
taken  into  account.  The  place  is  simply  magnificent. 
The  appointments  are  admirable  and  complete.  There 
is  a  Mrs.  Bruce  here  who  has  been  housekeeper  for 
twenty  years.  Her  husband  has  charge  of  the  green 
houses.  I  was  not  feeling  well  one  morning  and  re 
mained  in  my  room.  She  came  in  to  see  if  she  could 
do  anything  for  me,  and  I  begged  her  to  tell  me  some 
thing  of  Lou's  work.  Dear  Mrs.  Varena,  it  would  have 
filled  your  mother's  heart  with  joy  to  have  heard  what 
she  said.  I  '11  tell  you  a  little  of  it  by  way  of  example 
and  leave  the  rest  till  I  get  home,  or  for  you  to  imagine. 

"If  an  angel  had  come  down  here  to  live  with  us,  I 
don't  believe  it  would  have  done  us  as  much  good,"  said 
Mrs.  Bruce,  "so  quiet,  so  natural  and  considerate  with 
every  one,  always  a  smile  ready,  come  what  will,  never 
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finding  fault,  but,  like  oil  on  troubled  waters,  smoothing 
out  rough  places.  Oh,  dear  Miss,  if  you  had  seen  our 
little  girl  and  her  troubles  before  this  dear  young  lady 
came,  you  would  understand  it  better/' 

"Miss  Varena  and  I  have  always  been  friends,"  I 
said.  "I  am  delighted  to  know  she  has  done  so  well. 
She  has  a  way  of  making  people  love  her." 

"It  is  just  that.  I  never  saw  her  match ;  there  is  not 
a  servant  on  this  place  who  would  not  go  through  fire 
and  water  for  her.  Even  old  Milly,  who  had  grown  as 
hard  as  a  nether  millstone,  has  felt  her  gentle  influence ; 
so  happy  that  Evangeline  has  her,  she  don't  mind  stay 
ing  down  in  the  woods  by  herself.  Evangeline  is  like 
another  child.  To  be  sure,  she  still  has  her  turns  of 
temper  and  self-will,  but  to  see  how  Miss  Louise  straight 
ens  her  out  makes  one  smile.  She  never  says  a  word, 
takes  up  a  book,  or  walks  away.  Presently  Angel — 
she  '11  be  one  some  day  if  she  keeps  on — looks  so  ashamed 
of  herself  that  she  nearly  cries,  runs  off  and  hides 
till  she  is  ready  to  tell  her  dear  teacher  how  sorry  she 
is  and  that  she  will  try  never  to  forget  again.  Then  I 
cannot  tell  you  what  beautiful  things  she  tells  the  little 
one,  who  can't  be  kind  enough  to  us  all  for  days  after 
wards." 

I  just  let  her  talk,  for  it  did  me  more  good  than  I  can 
tell  to  listen.  It  would  fill  a  Team  to  write  it  out.  I 
must  write  this  one  thing  more,  for  it  is  too  good  to  keep 
a  minute  longer. 

"I  '11  tell  you  the  truth,  Miss,  there  is  not  a  living 
thing  on  the  place,  from  Mr.  Lorends  down  to  the  dogs, 
cats,  and  birds  that  hasn't  been  better  and  happier 
since  Miss  Louise  came." 

There,  didn't  I  say  it  would  gladden  your  mother's 
heart?  And  she  added:  "You  would  appreciate  it  bet 
ter,  Miss,  if  you  had  seen  the  difference,  as  I  have,  be- 
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fore  and  after.  Way  back  it  was  hard  times,  when  pride 
ruled  the  house.  It  's  just  as  she  says;  it  takes  love  to 
set  things  straight  and  to  keep  them  straight,  too." 

A  long  letter  and  nothing  told  of  our  doings.  There 
are  ten  of  us  here,  and  lovely  apartments  for  us  all,  but 
of  course  I  am  with  Louise  in  her  room,  with  Evangeline 
on  one  side  and  Carol  on  the  other,  dressing-rooms  be 
tween.  How  we  two  have  enjoyed  this  reunion  you 
know.  We  have  rides  in  the  morning;  some  driving, 
others  a  cheval.  Bathing,  boating,  fishing,  in  the  after 
noons,  always  spent  on  the  beach,  where  there  is  a  lovely 
cottage,  surrounded  by  porches,  with  everything  we  need 
at  the  seaside.  Sometimes  we  have  supper  there,  and 
row  or  sail,  as  the  moonlight  has  been  too  beautiful  to 
remain  in  doors. 

Mrs.  Everard,  our  chaperon,  never  had  a  livelier  or 
better  behaved  party  under  her  wing.  If  any  love  affair 
has  developed  under  such  auspicious  circumstances,  I 
am  not  in  the  secret. 

When  we  want  music,  or  the  clouds  have  robbed  us  of 
our  moon,  we  have  grand  times  listening  to  the  sweet 
singers  we  have  in  our  party — Miss  Warner,  almost  as 
fine  as  Louise,  and  Carolyn  a  delightful  pianist.  Then, 
of  course,  we  have  choruses  that  wake  the  echoes. 

Louise  looks  too  lovely  in  the  charming  Paris  gowns ; 
she  won't  let  me  say  that  Mr.  Lorends  gave  them  to  her, 
but  would  there  be  any  harm  in  accepting  gowns  from 
your  grandfather,  anyway?  I  will  confess  after  seeing 
the  likness  of  that  gentleman  that  he  does  not  seem  as 
ancient  as  I  have  hitherto  thought  him ;  his  picture  may 
have  been  taken  years  ago.  I  wish  you  could  see  her.  I 
saw  nothing  more  exquisite  in  New  York,  and  not  a 
dainty  toliet  here  is  more  becoming  or  tasteful.  He 
must  have  consulted  some  of  the  apostles  of  Worth.  I 
don't  know  which  I  like  the  best,  the  white  with  lace  or 
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the  indescribable  colored  one;  and  to  think  how  they 
have  proved  just  what  she  needed  for  this  house-party. 
She  says  Love  has  given,  as  it  always  will  give,  more 
than  we  have  thought  or  asked.  I  am  sure  she  has  made 
some  conquests,  though  it  is  not  yet  out.  Ned  is  all  de 
votion;  poor  fellow,  I  fear  Louise  has  outgrown  him.  I 
wish  he  could  be  satisfied  with  something  or  somebody 
else.  I  can  write  this  to  you,  for  the  story  is  as  old  as 
they  are;  he  simply  cannot  give  her  up,  and  thus  far 
cannot  believe  he  will  have  to.  She  has  been  so  good  to 
him  since  we  came,  giving  him  all  the  pleasure  she  can, 
and  yet  she  will  not  encourage  him  to  see  in  it  anything 
more  than  the  same  old  friendship  of  their  school-days. 

Now  I  must  end  this.  Love  to  all  the  children.  If 
you  see  mamma  tell  her  I  will  be  home  soon.  With  love 
to  them  all,  especially  dear  little  Maud, 

Lovingly  yours, 
FANNY. 
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HOME,  August  20,  18 — . 

MY  DARLING  DAUGHTER  :  Fanny  and  Ned  have  been 
to  see  me  several  times,  and  it  has  been  a  great  delight, 
really  the  next  best  thing  to  seeing  you.  I  can  now 
picture  everything  much  more  clearly,  as  they  have  very 
patiently  answered  all  my  questions. 

They  are  enthusiastic  about  the  place,  think  it  is  de 
lightful  for  Mr.  Lorends  to  have  gone  off  and  left  you 
with  Miss  Duvey;  and  Frank  only  regretted  that  her 
brother  was  not  there.  With  horses  to  ride,  vehicles  at 
command,  boats  at  the  seaside,  they  think  you  a  lucky 
girl  to  be  so  delightfully  situated.  I  am  glad  you  have 
formed  new  associations  which  may  be  agreeable  in  the 
future. 

You  must  not  think  because  I  have  said  nothing  upon 
the  subject  in  late  letters  that  I  have  not  been  at  work 
upon  the  liturgies.  I  have  been  studying  ever  since  you 
broached  the  subject  of  sin  and  the  use  of  the  litany  in 
Morning  Prayer,  and  I  find  both  equally  foreign  to  the 
true  attitude  of  thanksgiving  and  worship  of  "our 
Father." 

I  have  been  greatly  surprised  that  there  is  no  confes 
sion  of  sin  in  the  primitive  liturgies.  It  is  a  modern  in 
novation.  "It  was  composed  for  the  Order  of  Commun 
ion  in  1548."  It  was  only  in  1552  that  the  titles 
became  "Morning  and  Evening  Prayer";  then  were  in 
serted  the  words  exhortation,  confession,  and  absolution, 
after  a  rapid  succession  of  minor  changes  from  1544. 
The  litany  of  that  date  was  the  precursor  and  first  in- 


LOUISA  V ARENA  171 

stallment  of  the  English  Book  of  Common  Prayer.  Its 
use  was  enjoined  by  Henry  VIII.,  a  lovely  Christian! 
Then  followed  the  first  and  second  Prayer  Book  of  Ed 
ward  VI. ;  the  latter,  after  being  in  legal  force  for  one 
year  and  eight  weeks,  was  made  illegal  by  Mary.  In 
1559  it  was  revised  by  Elizabeth  and  had  a  legal  exis 
tence  for  forty-five  years;  1604,  revised  by  James  I.  and 
had  a  legal  existence  of  fifty-eight  years;  1662,  again 
revised  in  and  by  convocation  and  an  act  of  uniformity 
of  worship  was  passed  by  Charles  II.  This  is  the  first 
Prayer-Book  to  which  the  clergy  were  required  to  sub 
scribe.  It  is  the  book  still  in  use.  Of  course,  the  Amer 
ican  Prayer-Book  differs  from  the  English  in  minor 
points.  An  attempt  at  revision  in  1689  having  failed, 
for  more  than  two  hundred  years  this  Pra}rer-Book  of 
Charles  II.,  somewhat  revised,  has  been  in  legal  force. 
Mark  the  fact  that  we  owe  to  the  suggestions  of  a  cer 
tain  Strasburg  liturgy  all  the  opening  portions  of  our 
"Morning  and  Evening  Prayer,"  and  this  is  a  departure 
from  the  primitive  liturgies,  which  had  none  of  it.  We 
should  not  make  an  idol  of  the  Prayer-Book,  ignorant 
of  the  truth  as  to  its  origin  and  proper  use,  nor  be 
bound  by  the  errors  of  our  ancestors.  I  have  learned 
that  the  primitive  liturgies  were  numerous,  every  dio 
cese,  parish,  and  church  having  their  own ;  but  there  are 
five  great  families  of  these : 

1.  St.  James,  or  that  of  Jerusalem. 

(So   named   after   the  first   Bishop  of  Jerusalem.) 

2.  St.  Mark's,  or  that  of  Alexandria. 

3.  St.  Thaddeus',  or  that  of  the  East. 

4.  St.  Peter's,  or  that  of  Rome. 

5.  St.  John's,  or  that  of  Ephesus. 

The    whole    tenor    of    these    is    praise,    thanksgiv 
ing,  the  spirit  embodied  in  the  Te  Deum.    The  liturgy 
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of  St.  James  claims  the  blessing  of  God:  "The  Lord 
shall  bless  its  and  make  us  worthy  of  standing  before 
his  holy  altar  always,  now  and  ever,  and  to  the  ages." 
"Blessed  be  God  who  blesseth  and  sanctifieth  all  of  us 
in  our  presence  at,  and  hierology  of  his  spotless  mys 
teries  now  and  ever,"  etc. 

Here  is  a  specimen  from  St.  Mark's  thanksgiving  of 
the  first  prayer : 

"0  Lover  of  men,  0  good  God,  give  us  to  accomplish 
this  holy  day  and  all  the  time  of  our  life  sinlessly  with 
all  joy,  health,  safety,  and  with  all  sanctification  and 
Thy  fear.  But  all  envy,  all  fear,  all  temptation,  every 
Satanic  operation,  every  plot  of  wicked  men,  repel  from 
us,  0  God,  and  from  Thy  Holy  Catholic  and  Apostolic 
Church,  granting  to  them  peace  and  health  and  salva 
tion  in  Thine  all  Holy  and  Good  life-giving  Spirit  now, 
and  ever,  and  to  the  ages  of  the  ages  .  .  .  who  didst  send 
forth  Thy  holy  disciples  and  apostles  to  preach  and 
teach  the  Gospel  of  Thy  Kingdom  and  to  cure  all  sick 
ness  and  all  infirmity  among  thy  people ;  do  Thou,  Thy 
self,  0  Lord,  send  out  Thy  Light  and  Thy  Truth  and 
enlighten  the  eyes  of  our  understanding.  .  .  .  for  Thou 
art  the  good  tidings,  Saviour  and  guardian  of  our  souls 
and  of  our  bodies,  Lord  our  God,  and  to  Thee  we  send 
up  Glory  and  giving  of  Thanks;  bestow  on  us  the  peace 
of  this  world.  Free  them  that  are  bound,  and  satisfy 
the  hungry,  comfort  the  pusillanimous;  convert  them 
that  have  strayed ;  enlighten  them  that  are  in  darkness ; 
raise  the  fallen;  establish  those  that  are  wavering;  heal 
the  sick,  etc.  Thou  ever  sanctifiest  all." 

In  the  liturgy  of  St.  Clement  is  this  passage:  "At 
the  Word,  as  from  a  necessary  original  all  things  started 
into  Being.  For  Thou  art  everlasting  knowledge,  sight 
before  all  objects,  hearing  before  all  sound,  wisdom 
without  instruction,  the  first  in  nature,  the  Law  of  Be- 
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ing,  exceeding  all  number."  Is  not  that  Science?  This 
reminds  me  of  a  passage  from  Symeon  of  Thessalonica : 
"Now  Christ  Himself  is  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven/' 
"The  Body  that  indeed  tasted  of  death,  but  is  the 
earnest  to  us  of  victory  over  death.  The  Body  that  be 
stowed  on  us  out  of  its  wounds  immortality  and  life, 
and  the  beatific  vision  with  the  angels,  and  food  and 
drink  and  life  and  light,  the  very  Bread  of  Life,  the 
True  Light,  eternal  Life,  Christ  Jesus.  By  the  true 
confession  of  the  Trinity  and  of  the  One,  who  was  In 
carnate,  we  are  united  with  each  other  and  that  confes 
sion  associates  us  with  the  holy  angels."  Is  not  this  a 
true  conception  of  Christian  unity? 

I  am  writing  entirely  too  much,  but  I  must  add,  my 
amazement  has  been  profound  to  find  that  the  litany 
was  originally  a  processional,  used  only  in  times  of 
great  public  calamity.  I  cannot  go  into  details,  but  in 
a  Paris  litany  of  the  ninth  century  there  were  as  many 
as  one  hundred  and  two  invocations,  "line  upon  line  and 
page  upon  page/'  First  to  the  Trinity,  as  in  our  litany, 
and  then  to  the  Virgin  Mary,  prophets,  apostles,  saints, 
ending  with  Mary  Magdalene.  "Pater  de  Coelis; 
Miserere  nobis,"  and  here  are  we  nineteenth  century 
Christians,  in  the  enjoyment  of  every  blessing,  using 
the  litany,  with  all  the  saints  dropped  out  to  be  sure, 
but  crying  to  Heaven  for  mercy  on  miserable  sinners, 
when  we  ought  to  be  praising  God  for  redemption  and 
all  its  blessings  with  every  breath.  Not  until  1649  was 
the  litany  annexed  to  the  Prayer-Book,  three  years  later 
put  with  it,  and  ten  years  later,  1662,  was  ordered  to  be 
used  in  Morning  Prayer,  instead  of  being,  as  it  had  al 
ways  been  before,  a  separate  service. 

You  will  observe,  my  dearest  daughter,  that  I  have 
given  you  simple  facts;  you  can  draw  the  proper  infer 
ences  from  them.  Custom  soon  becomes  binding  law, 
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but  we  should  strive  to  break  its  fetters  if  contrary  to 
Truth.  If  we  are  dead  and  risen  with  Christ;  if  the 
great  truths  of  the  gospel  are  realities  to  us,  we  should 
not  use  this  medieval  litany  in  our  service  which  was 
even  then  used  only  "in  times  of  great  public  disasters." 
When  we  assemble  ourselves  together  to  praise  and 
worship  the  Most  High,  acknowledging  His  goodness 
and  blessing,  we  should  forget  "the  old  I"  and  think 
only  of  our  Father  and  what  we  are  as  His  children — 
one  with  Christ  at  the  right  hand  of  the  Father. 

I  must  stop;  this  is  indeed  a  dissertation,  but  you 
will  appreciate  it.  Good-night;  I  have  written  into  the 
small  hours.  When  you  come  home  you  must  read  this 
little  volume  of  Neale  and  Littledale;  it  has  taught  me 
more  than  all  the  old  works  upon  the  liturgies  in  our 
library.  I  cannot  be  grateful  enough  that  Doctor  White 
had  this  interesting  and  really  exhaustive  little  work  for 
me.  I  have  only  given  you  a  glimpse  of  it. 

Good-night  again;  I  have  had  a  busy  day,  and  am 
ready  for  my  couch ;  I  wish  you  could  share  it  as  of  old. 
Ever,  dearest  one,  your  fond 

MOTHER. 
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LXI. 

NEW  T— ,  August  26,  18—. 

MY  DEAK  OLD  Lou :  For  some  time  I  've  been  afraid 
you  are  indignant  at  my  long  silence.  It  isn't  polite  or 
respectable;  but  Ned  had  written  you,  and  I  have  writ 
ten  Carolyn  to  express  my  appreciation  of  all  her  kind 
ness,  and  yours,  too,  and  now  I  have  made  up  my  mind 
to  ask  you  to  forgive  me,  if  what  I  said  caused  your 
angry  passions  to  rise.  You  see,  old  dear,  we  have  al 
ways  been  so  refreshingly  frank  with  each  other  that 
I  am  sometimes  afraid  I  go  too  far  even  with  you,  but 
you  must  forgive  me,  for  I  always  love  you  just  the 
same,  and  "love  's  too  precious  to  be  lost."  Before  we 
drop  the  bone  of  contention,  and  bury  the  hatchet,  I 
must  say  just  one  thing  more:  I  think  that  Ned  is  a 
perfect  goose  to  pursue  you  the  way  he  does;  he  ought 
to  have  more  sense,  and  to  see  that  you  are  years  too  old 
for  him,  though  you  are  but  a  few  months  apart  as  the 
calendar  counts,  but  I  did  think  until  of  late  that  you 
seemed  to  encourage  him  and  kept  him  hanging  on. 
He  has  never  talked  to  me  about  you  until  since  you  left 
for  Indianola.  When  I  twitted  you  there  and  declared 
in  the  presence  of  others  that  you  had  been  lovers  since 
you  wore  bibs,  I  didn't  mean  any  harm.  I  know  Ned 
was  furious  about  it;  and  you,  too,  were  vexed,  I  'm 
afraid,  in  spite  of  your  smiling  assent.  The  first  thing 
on  the  train,  on  the  way  home,  Ned  told  me,  that  so 
far  from  your  encouraging  him,  in  three  years  you 
had  not  so  much  as  treated  him  decently  when  he 
pressed  his  suit;  that  is,  I  found,  on  pressing  the  in- 
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quiry,  that  you  would  not  leave  him  the  least  ground  of 
hope  that  if  he  were  able  to  prove  himself  worthy  of 
you  in  the  future,  he  might  win  the  place  in  your  affec 
tions  which  he  had  before  you  were  fairly  in  your  teens. 

Lou,  I  think  it  is  something  in  Ned's  favor  that  he 
loves  a  woman  like  you.  If  he  hadn't  some  great  good 
deep  down  in  him  he  wouldn't  do  it.  I  don't  know  how 
we  are  ever  going  to  get  any  ambition  or  motive  power 
in  him  to  do  himself  justice  unless  you  help,  for  he 
seems  to  be  waiting  for  some  sort  of  encouragement 
from  you  to  take  his  place  as  a  man  in  the  world,  and  he 
says  he  simply  can't  have  the  heart  to  do  anything  if 
he  can't  do  it  for  you.  What  you  said  to  him  about  the 
"weed"  has  had  more  effect  than  all  father's  wishes  and 
everybody  else's  advice.  Only  see  what  you  might  do 
for  him  if  you  could  return  a  little  of  the  whole-souled 
devotion  he  lavishes  on  you. 

Now  I  am  done.  I  know  a  woman's  heart  should  be 
the  freest  thing  on  earth  and  must  have  its  own  will 
and  way,  and  I  know  you  have  done  and  will  do  right 
and  the  best  you  can  for  the  dear  boy ;  he  is  more  to  me 
than  ever,  and  his  disappointment  hurts  me  dreadfully, 
but  indeed  I  don't  blame  you,  dear  Louise.  What 
should  I  have  done,  I  ask  myself,  if  Harry  had  pursued 
me  as  Ned  has  you  ? 

Now  I  am  done;  I  say  it  again.  Put  the  hatchet  in 
its  little  grave  and  spat  the  earth  down  hard  on  top  of 
it,  and  don't  let  us  quarrel  any  more,  for  I  want  the 
forever  to  find  us  as  good  friends  as  we  were  when  we 
frolicked,  laughed,  and  studied  together  in  the  dear  old 
Sem. 

Suppose  we  stop  apologizing  to  each  other,  no  matter 
what  happens.  Years  of  experience  ought  to  have 
taught  us  that  we  always  love  each  other  just  the  same. 
I  don't  consider  myself  a  responsible  person  an)r  more, 
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as  far  as  letters  are  concerned,  for  being  engaged  does 
take  up  so  much  time.  It  looks  now  as  though  my  wed 
ding  would  not  come  off  until — I  don't  know  when. 
Keginald  and  I  are  waiting  breathlessly  to  see  how  that 
mine  is  going  to  turn  out.  He  is  sinking  the  shaft  just 
as  fast  as  he  can,  and  if  he  strikes  silver  he  will  come 
for  me  some  time  in  the  winter.  If  there  is  no  pay 
silver  in  the  mine — Heaven  help  us! — I  have  no  idea 
when  we  shall  be  married. 

You  are  surely  coming  home  for  the  holidays.  I 
trust  then  to  show  you  "the  marvelous  man  who  has 
managed  to  fasten  himself  firmly  in  your  affections." 
You  horrid  thing,  why  do  you  talk  that  way  ?  Any  one- 
would  suppose  I  was  fickle.  But  he  comes  nearer  to 
being  my  ideal  than  any  man  I  ever  saw.  How  I  wish 
you  knew  him !  I  am  afraid,  however,  that  if  you  did 
you  would  become  dissatisfied  with  Mr.  Nantz,  or  who 
ever  your  favored  suitor  is. 

Louise,  I  have  part  of  my  trousseau  under  way.  The 
Sisters  of  the  Good  Shepherd  are  at  work  upon  it,  and 
they  are  making  me  some  lovely  things.  Mamma  is 
buying  my  household  linen,  and  it  is  being  hemmed  and 
embroidered  in  New  York.  Doesn't  that  look  serious 
and  propitious?  The  momentous  question  of  gowns  is 
yet  to  be  settled ;  but  there  is  plenty  of  time  for  that. 

I  have  the  swellest  new  cart  you  ever  saw;  papa 
brought  it  down  last  week.  Aunt  Fanny  is  coming  to 
morrow  to  stay  quite  a  while. 

Good-by;  this  letter  will  make  amends  for  my  long 
silence,  I  hope.  Give  my  love  to  Miss  Duvey.  Hurry  up 
and  write  to  me  and  I  will  be  better  after  this. 

Lovingly, 
FRANK. 
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LXIL 

A—,  August  28,  18—. 

LOUISE  DEAREST  :  Things  are  moving  along  in  a  sort 
of  humdrum  way.  Mr.  Dranton  has  taken  the  family 
off  for  a  little  change,  to  be  gone  for  two  or  three  weeks, 
perhaps.  Everybody  who  can  has  tripped  off  for  the 
seaside  or  the  woods,  leaving  those  of  us  who  have  work 
to  do  more  than  our  share ;  but  one  can  do  only  so  much, 
and  if  it  is  not  one  thing  it 's  another. 

Mr.  Dranton  offered  to  let  me  go  for  a  vacation  upon 
his  return  if  I  wished  to,  but  I  told  him  I  would  rather 
have  the  Christmastime,  and  you  know  what  I  count  on 
then — for  us  all  to  be  there  together ;  that  will  suit  you. 

If  it  had  not  been  for  Mr.  Dranton's  firmness  and 
straightforward  way  in  meeting  the  conflicting  opinions 
when  they  came  home,  his  gentle  wife,  who  is  by  no 
means  a  decided  character,  would  have  been  robbed  of 
much  of  the  benefit  she  received  in  the  South.  Her 
physician  insists  still  that  it  was  the  climate  that 
brought  about  the  change ;  and  her  pastor  that  if  it  was 
not  the  climate  it  was  the  devil.  Along  these  lines  her 
friends  are  scattered.  Isabel  says  she  has  but  one  re 
sponse  to  every  one,  "Mamma  is  well,"  or  "Mamma,  you 
know  you  are  well,  don't  you?  Then  never  mind  what 
any  one  says."  You  see,  sister  dear,  that  these  two  in 
the  home  have  held  the  fort.  It  is  a  mighty  good  thing, 
too,  for  one  of  Mrs.  Dranton's  sisters  has  refused  to  come 
to  see  her  since  she  came  home.  Mrs.  Dranton  went  to 
call  upon  her,  that  she  might  see  how  well  she  was. 
Mrs.  M —  said,  "You  would  have  been  just  as  well  with- 
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out  taking  up  with  this  nonsense;  I  '11  come  to  see  you 
when  you  get  over  this  freak." 

Mrs.  Dranton  wants  to  be  well,  but  she  does  not  want 
to  give  up  the  old  thoughts  that  would  seem  to  separate 
her  from  her  friends.  She  says,  "It  is  dreadful  to  be 
accounted  a  heretic  and  a  sinner  by  all  these  good  peo 
ple." 

Make  a  Saviour  of  climate  and  ignore  God,  the  Al 
mighty — that  is  what  it  amounts  to.  Hold  on  to  your 
nickel  and  drop  a  five-dollar  goldpiece  in  the  gutter. 
I  think  Mr.  Dranton  has  taken  her  away  now  to  get 
rid  of  the  whole  raft  of  loving  and  sympathetic 
friends  who  think  they  are  doing  her  good  and  God 
service,  when  they  are  doing  ignorantly  their  level  best 
to  rob  her  of  the  good  she  has.  It  is  pitiful,  Lou,  and 
makes  Mr.  Dranton  indignant  at  times  beyond  words. 

Amid  such  a  jargon  of  conflicting  opinions  and  con 
fused  and  contending  beliefs,  what  a  blessing  that  a 
Science  has  been  discovered  and  demonstrated  that 
exalts  Christ,  with  Principle  and  rules  laid  down  for 
making  it  clear  to  human  understanding.  Mr.  Dranton 
says  it  is  an  immovable  Eock  of  absolute  Truth  in  an 
ocean  of  stormy,  warring  winds  and  dashing  waves — 
of  human  error  undisturbed  by  the  wild  elements 
around  it.  That  this  Principle  is  just  simply  Love — 
and  that  is  enough  for  him.  He  does  not  understand  its 
workings  or  methods,  but  he  believes  in  it  with  all  his 
heart.  That  it  is  the  Truth,  the  true  Spirit  of  Chris 
tianity,  he  has  not  a  doubt. 

He  came  home  last  week  and  seemed  pleased  with  my 
work,  and  is  going  to  put  Ben  in  the  place  I  had  when 
I  came.  And  what  do  you  think  Isabel  sent  me?  A 
treasure — a  copy  of  the  book  they  brought  from  Florida. 
It  is  "Science  and  Health,  with  Key  to  the  Scriptures," 
by  Mrs.  Eddy.  You  and  mother  had  one,  but  then 


180  LOUISA  V ARENA 

I  could  never  read  it.  I  have  thought  of  asking  you 
about  it  lately,  but  now  I  have  one  of  my  own.  Why, 
Lou,  it  is  the  greatest  book  I  ever  read.  It  is  strange, 
too;  says  some  things,  it  seems  to  me,  that  were  never 
said  before,  and  it  appeals  to  something  in  me  with 
singular  power.  I  never  want  to  put  it  down  when  I 
begin  reading.  Now  I  see  the  Principle  myself  and  will 
try  to  learn  the  rules. 

I  have  had  a  letter  from  Ned  since  his  visit  to  In- 
dianola,  and  he  is  more  in  love  with  you  than  ever.  I 
do  feel  sorry  for  the  boy.  Can't  you  give  him  a  little  en 
couragement  and  ease  him  off  till  he  makes  up  his  mind 
to  do  something?  To  see  him  moping  in  this  way  with 
his  capabilities  and  opportunities  makes  me  heartsick. 
Yet  I  cannot  blame  you,  Precious ;  it  is  his  own  fault. 

With  more  and  more  love,  Your  lover, 

HARRY. 
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LXIII. 

HOME,  September  10,  18 — . 

MY  OWN  DEAREST  DAUGHTER:  I  have  been  through 
deep  waters,  finding  it  necessary  if  I  am  to  follow  on  to 
know  the  Truth  and  to  prove  it  that  I  must  live  it  as  I 
learn  it ;  and  filled  with  dismay  at  the  certainty  of  being 
more  and  more  misunderstood,  I  have  shrunk  from 
this  keenly. 

It  is  strange  how  inconsistent  we  are.  I  have  prayed 
for  the  guidance  of  the  Holy  Spirit  for  more  than  forty 
years  of  my  conscious  spiritual  life,  as  have  all  Chris 
tians,  but  when  any  one  of  us  recognizes  that  prayer  as 
answered,  "the  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  dove"  come  into 
these  hearts  of  ours  and  our  lives  consciously  yielded  to 
it,  to  be  led  by  God  alone — that  is  terrible  presumption. 

Let  any  one  dare  to  say,  "I  am  led  by  the  Spirit,"  and 
straightway  the  finger  of  scorn  is  pointed  at  that  per 
son  ;  yet  to  be  thus  led  is  indispensable  to  a  follower  of 
Christ.  Well,  the  servant  is  not  better  than  his  Lord. 
Jesus  foretold  it  all  and  was  crucified  for  declaring 
himself  "the  Son  of  God."  At  last  I  am  willing,  if  not 
glad  to  share  his  reproach,  and  rejection  if  needs  be, 
for  witnessing  for  Truth.  Already  I  have  been  severely 
scored  for  what  I  have  said  to  Mrs.  Merwin  and  to  other 
sufferers. 

For  years  I  have  lived  in  the  joy  that  comes  from  a 
faint  realization  of  the  glorious  declaration  of  the  apos 
tle,  "Christ  liveth  in  me."  It  has  lifted  my  heart  from 
earth,  and  you,  too,  have  known  this  blessedness.  When 
the  inward  voice  spake  to  me  during  this  late  heart- 
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searching,  "If  Christ  liveth  in  you,  is  it  not  time  you 
were  hearing  his  voice  and  walking  in  obedience  in  all 
things?"  a  sudden  chill  came  over  me  as  if  plunged  in 
an  ice-cold  bath;  a  great  terror,  a  sudden  overwhelm 
ing  fear  seemed  to  seize  me.  Where  might  I  not  be  led  ? 
Who  would  understand  me?  For  two  days  and  nights 
it  held  me.  It  must  have  been  a  temptation  of  the 
enemy,  for  my  heart  was  saying  all  the  while,  "Thy  will, 
0  God,  not  mine."  Suddenly  came  the  thought,  as 
though  an  angel  had  whispered  it,  thrilling  all  through 
and  through  my  inmost  being,  "Why,  this  is  just  what 
you  have  been  praying  for  all  the  past  years ;  this  is  an 
answer  to  your  own  prayers." 

Then  a  great  flood  of  light  and  joy  filled  my  heart, 
and  I  send  you  its  overflow,  though  my  lyre  has  been 
unstrung  these  many  years. 

Dear  Lord,  it  is  awful,  wondrous, 

Filling   the  mortal  with   fear, 
When  thou  dost  speak  in  the  inmost  heart. 

To  teach  obedience  there ; 

To  have  the  blind  eyes  opened  at  last 

To  the  very  light  of  day, 
And  with  fainting  feet  be  drawn  along 

The  narrow,  steep,  darksome  way ; 

The  hands  all  trembling,  chilly,  and  weak, 

Hang  helplessly,  listlessly  down, 
Not  daring  to  reach  for  the  fair,  fresh  fruit, 

For  them  Love  divine  has  grown ; 

To  have  the  dull  ears  opened  to  hear 

The  still,  small,  heavenly  voice ; 
Unused  to  the  faint,  strange,  soundless  tones, 

Can  one,  dearest  Lord,  rejoice? 

The  vagueness  all  vanishes  for  aye, 

Beholding  Him  face  to  face, 
Wondrously  real  is  His  presence  now — 

This  begins  the  heav'nly  race. 
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Begins — the  past  a  midsummer's  dream ; 

Henceforth  it  is  war  to  death. 
Is  it  strange  that  aghast  the  mortal  shrinks 

From  yielding  selfs  very  breath? 

Dear  Lord,  spare  it  not — Thy  will  fulfill, 

Thy  blest,  holy  will  in  me ; 
Thine  mine,  mine  be  Thine,  Thou  knowest,  Lord, 

Consumed,  lost  wholly  in  Thee. 

Thou  reigning,  eyes,  watch,  see  Him  alone ; 

Ears,  hearken,  obey  His  Voice ; 
Hands,  feet,  ye  members,  be  true  to  Him ; 

Lips,  speak,  His  own  word — rejoice. 

Fear  not!     Can  ye  fear  Love's  ministry? 

Can  ye  doubt  wisdom  is  wise? 
The  Lord  whose  power  fills  heav'n  and  earth 

Now  calls  thee — awake,  arise ! 

Arise !     In  His  strength  be  strong,  be  brave  ; 

Rejoice  to  do  all  His  will ; 
Press  fearlessly  on.  He  is  the  Way, 

He  will  His  own  will  fulfill. 

Dear  will,  blessed  will — Thy  will,  dear  Lord, 

Is  dearer  than  life  to  me. 
My  meat  and  my  drink,  my  joy  divine, 

I  follow  exultantly  ! 

It  is  even  so,  my  own ;  all  fear1  has  vanished.  The  one 
supreme  good  of  the  universe  must  be,  is,  the  will  of 
God,  universal  Good,  the  First  Cause,  Principle  or  mo 
tive  power  of  all  things,  intending  and  working  to  per 
fect  the  highest  blessedness  of  every  creature.  To  yield 
wholly  to  it  is  to  be  governed  by  omnipotent  Love. 
Hallelujah !  Amen ! 

Frank  and  I  have  had  many  pleasant  talks  since  she 
came  home.  She  comes  over  often,  she  says,  for  sympa 
thy  and  encouragement,  full  of  joy  in  the  new  thought. 
She  has  not  yet  induced  her  mother  to  take  Maud  to 
New  York  for  treatment.  Mrs.  Roland  told  me,  how- 
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ever,  that  they  are  all  so  pleased  with  the  change  in 
Fanny  that  they  are  half  won  by  that  alone. 

"She  is  kind  and  patient  with  the  children,  very  un 
selfish  and  tender  with  Maud,  who  is  really  better  since 
Fanny  came  back,  no  longer  selfish,  but  cheerful,  help 
ful,  and  exerting  a  particularly  good  influence  on 
Neddie,  to  whom  she  devotes  herself.  And  we  are  now 
talking  of  having  her  go  with  him  to  Europe." 

Mrs.  Roland  concluded  by  saying :  "If  it  were  not  for 
the  opposition  of  so  many  of  the  wisest  and  best  Chris 
tian  people,  I  would  be  disposed  to  have  Maud  treated  to 
please  Fanny;  but,  Mrs.  Varena,  if  what  its  advocates 
claim  for  it  were  true,  everybody  would  accept  it  and  get 
this  great  benefit.  As  long  as  the  ministers,  physicians, 
and  scientific  men,  the  most  learned  men  among  us,  are 
opposed  to  it,  it  cannot  be  truth." 

Cannot?  I  referred  her  to  what  Paul  had  to  say  (I. 
Cor.  1 : 18-31)  about  "the  wise"  and  "the  noble,"  not 
many  of  whom  accepted  Truth  in  his  day. 

She  said  she  wished  Maud  could  be  helped,  but  she 
could  not  believe  in  it.  Alas  for  human  blindness  and 
unbelief!  the  poor  child  must  suffer  on.  Heaven  help 
her  and  all  of  us. 

Ever  devotedly, 

MOTHER. 
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LXIV. 

FORT  W — ,  NEW  MEXICO,  August  18,  18 — . 

MY  DEAREST  SISTER  :  I  hasten  to  send  a  letter  to  as 
sure  you  of  our  safe  arrival  at  this  place  in  our  long 
journey.  You  have  had  all  intermediate  letters  I  hope. 
We  reached  here  about  seventy  days  out  from  Leaven- 
worth,  where  we  really  began  our  trip,  camping  at 
fifty-eight  different  places.  We  have  traveled  one  thou 
sand  miles.  My  pony  came  in  in  better  order  than  when 
he  started,  and  Mr.  Nantz  and  myself  both  much  im 
proved.  There  is  a  journey  for  you  to  spend  your  im 
agination  on !  You  shall  have  a  journal  of  it  and  some 
clever  sketches  of  and  by  divers  individuals  of  our  pleas 
ant  party. 

Mother's  letters  from  Albuquerque  told  you  all  up 
to  that  point.  We  traveled  from  Fort  Union  over  the 
mountains  to  Sante  Fe,  where  we  were  delightfully  en 
tertained,  meeting  some  pleasant  army  people;  thence 
south  through  glowing  scenery  two  hundred  miles  in 
range.  Striking  the  Rio  Grande  at  San  Felipe,  we  pro 
ceeded  down  its  left  bank  to  Albuquerque  at  the  foot  of 
grand  old  Sandia  Mountain.  We  were  just  leaving  there 
as  I  sealed  dear  mother's  letter,  with  one  to  Harry  with 
some  Mexican  coins. 

How  grateful  I  was  for  dearest  mother's  letter  re 
ceived  that  same  morning,  via  Fort  Bliss.  Some  of  Mr. 
Nantz's  friends  must  have  forwarded  it.  But  what 
shall  I  say  of  the  sight  that  rejoiced  me  when  I  got 
here? 

Mr.  Nantz  came  into  camp  and  handed  me  a  letter 
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from  your  dear  self,  then  one  from  mother,  then  an 
other  from  you,  another  from  mother,  and  successively 
came  Harry's,  Nettie's,  Ethel's,  "Jack  and  Jills',"  with 
one  from  Ned  Roland.  What  do  you  think  of  that  re 
past  for  a  fellow  hungry  for  home  tidings?  Hurrah, 
and  many  thanks  to  the  good  Father  and  to  you  all. 

Well,  it  was  good,  better,  best.  Some  were  answers  to 
my  first  letters,  but  they  were  all  from  my  precious 
home  and  found  their  final  destination  at  the  bottom  of 
my  heart. 

You  see  my  handwriting  has  changed.  While  busy 
with  our  letter-writing  our  lamp  burned  out,  and  we 
Had  no  more  candles,  so  we  turned  in,  and  I  am  up 
bright  and  early  to  finish.  I  rushed  out  in  shirt  sleeves 
to  picket  Mack  in  the  best  grass  I  could  find,  and  my 
fingers  are  so  benumbed  by  the  fresh  morning  air  I 
can  hardly  hold  my  pen ;  there,  it  is  all  right  now. 

After  leaving  Albuquerque  we  crossed  the  Rio  Grande 
two  or  three  miles  below  the  city.  Then  the  teams  had 
to  be  doubled  to  pull  the  well-packed  wagons  through 
the  heavy  sand.  We  went  only  four  miles  the  first  day, 
as  we  started  late,  and  a  much  better  reason — there  was 
no  water  within  twenty-eight  miles  beyond.  Our  camp 
was  near  a  Mexican  ranch,  where  we  obtained  fodder 
for  our  stock  and  a  few  vegetables  for  our  table.  I  had 
a  good  deal  of  fun  buying  a  pumpkin  from  a  senorita. 
She  charged  six  reals,  or  seventy-five  cents,  and  I  ob 
jecting,  she  said,  "My  pumpkin  is  very  large."  I  in 
sisted  that  my  reals  were  very  large  and  scarce,  whereat 
she  roared  with  hands  at  sides  and  we  had  quite  a  squab 
ble.  Not  having  enough  change  for  my  dollar,  I  had 
to  take  two  ears  of  corn  for  five  cents. 

The  next  day  we  were  in  the  saddle  from  sunrise  to 
sunset,  with  nothing  to  eat  after  daybreak  but  two  bis 
cuits  at  noon.  The  ascent  from  the  Rio  Grande  Valley 
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was  sandy  and  difficult,  but  when  we  reached  the  sum 
mit  of  the  range  a  magnificent  scene  spread  out  before 
us.  The  valley  of  the  Eio  Puerco,  though  a  tremendous 
torrent  after  rains,  was  now  perfectly  dry. 

Far  beyond  were  the  velvet  slopes  and  peaks  of  San 
Mateo,  sometimes  called  Mt.  Taylor.  Seven  days  from 
Albuquerque  brought  us  here,  where  there  is  a  charming 
circle  of  gentlemen,  and  we  were  delighted.  All  have 
books  and  fine  taste  generally.  As  at  all  headquarters, 
a  band  plays  morning  and  night,  making  things  lively. 

Now  Louise,  I  must  tell  you  that  Mr.  Nantz  still 
seems  in  a  most  restless  and  almost  unhappy  frame  of 
mind.  Indeed,  ever  since  we  left  home  he  has  seemed 
abstracted,  and  not  like  himself.  He  evidently  is  de 
pressed,  absorbed,  something  weighing  heavily  upon  his 
thoughts.  You  may  understand  it,  I  do  not. 

He  asks  no  questions  about  you,  sends  you  no  mes 
sages;  yet  it  seems  to  me  at  times  that  you  are  in  some 
way  responsible.  I  can't  explain  it,  but  I  can  see  plainly 
that  he  cares  nothing  for  the  sights  we  are  seeing ;  often 
it  seems  as  though  he  rouses  himself  into  sympathy  with 
my  expressions  of  surprise  or  pleasure,  only  to  relapse 
into  reverie. 

I  dare  not  jest  or  banter ;  his  reticence  forbids  me  to 
enter  the  sacred  precincts  of  his  thoughts.  At  times  he 
goes  out  into  the  night  alone  and  for  hours  after  I  am 
sleeping  is  abroad ;  indeed,  there  have  been  nights  when 
he  has  not  entered  the  tent  at  all.  I  feel  that  I  am  not 
doing  wrong  in  thus  writing  you,  for  you  may  be  able 
to  do  something  for  him,  knowing  the  dreadful  mental 
conflict  he  is  undergoing.  A  word  to  the  wise  is  suffi 
cient.  Your  loving  brother, 

LAWRENCE. 
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LXV. 

INDIANOLA,  September  14,  18 — . 

You  certainly  are  having  experiences,  Dearest,  varied 
and  trying.  Prejudice  and  bigotry  are  born  of  igno 
rance,  and  make  one  bat-blind  to  the  light  of  Truth. 
We  must  pity  and  forgive  or  we  will  step  right  into  the 
footprints  of  error,  for  it  is  the  same  old  serpent  subtly 
deceiving  poor  mortals  wherever  a  weak  link  in  the 
Christian  armor  can  be  found. 

Your  study  of  the  liturgies  was  most  interesting  and 
instructive.  Have  you  talked  with  Doctor  White  about 
them?  We  can  only  do  our  best  and  leave  others  to 
work  out  their  own  salvation.  That  his  motives  are 
right  and  good,  I  have  not  a  doubt.  I  feel  like  saying, 
"Poor  old  dolt,"  but  I  won't ;  it  is  better  to  see  the  noth 
ingness  it  is  and  look  straight  through  it  to  the  real. 
"He  came  unto  his  own  and  his  own  received  him  not." 

Even  you  who  are  spiritually  advanced,  accepting  the 
new  revelation  and  longing  and  working  for  clearer 
vision,  were  not  only  startled,  but  affrighted  at  the  possi 
ble  demands  of  Truth,  and  can  sympathize  with  others 
who  are  behind  you  in  the  heavenly  race. 

I  caught  something  of  the  deep  feeling  of  your  poem, 
and  rejoice  with  you  in  its  glorious  climax.  Truly  the 
will  of  God  is  the  sum  total  of  all  good.  Faber  knew 
how  to  breathe  its  spirit  and  to  give  it  soulful  expres 
sion.  You  have  caught  something  of  his  inspiration. 
We  are  leading  very  quiet  lives  here ;  nothing  new  to  tell 
you.  Ever  devotedly, 

YOUE  OWN. 
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LXVL 

A — ,  September  16,  18—. 

MY  DEAR  LOUISE  :  We  have  had  a  terrible  row,  and 
I  feel  as  though  all  my  hopes,  good  words  and  works, 
and  yours,  too,  have  gone  by  the  board. 

Ben  Dranton  has  been  on  the  worst  spree  and  has 
done  the  most  contemptible,  blasted  things  he  ever  did. 
I  have  no  language  to  express  either  my  contempt  for 
him  or  my  discouragement  in  trying  to  help  him. 

I  tell  you,  Lou,  it  is  no  use.  I  feel  like  calling  him 
anything,  everything  but  good,  and  can  no  more  frame 
my  thoughts  or  lips  to  say,  "He  is  good,"  than  if  he 
were  the  "old  boy"  himself. 

What  do  you  think  now  of  your  new  method  of 
reformation?  All  my  good  thoughts  wasted;  all  my 
efforts  amounting  to  nothing.  He  bade  fair  for  a  while, 
but  some  college  friends  came  along,  one  bit  of  fun  led 
to  another,  until  they  were  painted  red,  if  the  town  was 
not.  The  friends  disappeared;  bills  came  in  for  dam 
ages  done,  besides  for  liquors,  cigars,  and  late  suppers, 
and  Mr.  Dranton  threatened  to  turn  Ben  off  without  a 
penny. 

When  the  poor  boy  came  to  himself,  after  a  beastly 
sick  spell  that  I  nursed  him  through,  he  was  the  most 
distressed  and  discouraged  fellow  I  ever  saw.  He  swore 
there  was  only  one  thing  for  him  to  do,  to  take  his  own 
life ;  and  I  \e  had  all  I  could  do  to  keep  him  from  some 
further  folly  that  his  unreasoning,  morbid  selfishness 
might  lead  to. 

Have  you  any  more  advice  to  give  ?    Let  me  have  it  if 
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you  have,  for  I  'm  at  a  dead  loss  what  to  say  to  the  poor 
fellow.  Mad  at  him  as  I  am,  and  more  disgusted  than 
mad,  I  pity  him.  I  do,  Lou;  it  is  simply  awful  to  be 
dragged  down  by  one's  self,  square  against  one's  own 
welfare  and  every  reason  on  earth,  into  the  very  pit  of 
hell !  I  shudder  at  the  thought  of  it ! 

I  would  not  be  in  his  fix  for  a  thousand  worlds.  How 
is  it  that  drink  can  thus  make  a  beast  of  him  ? — a  beast  ? 
a  devil,  a  fiend !  Beasts  are  good.  How  is  it  that  he 
seems  to  want  it,  and  must  and  will  have  it,  when  his 
better  self  doesn't  want  it,  and  even  at  times  struggles 
against  it  with  all  the  strength  he  has,  only  to  be  de 
feated,  absolutely  vanquished,  by  the  worst  that  is  in 
him? 

Oh,  but  I  hate  the  stuff !  How  it  "makes  my  brother 
to  offend" !  And  the  apostle  says  he  would  not  eat  meat 
if  it  did  that.  Then  I  should  not  drink  the  "accursed 
stuff" ;  and  I  will  not — never,  never !  It  must  have  been 
right  to  drink  it  once,  or  we  would  not  have  the  sweet 
story  of  the  wedding  feast  in  Cana  of  Galilee.  It  will 
be  spiritual  and  not  material  in  the  good  time  of  which 
the  One  "altogether  lovely"  spake:  "I  will  drink  no 
more  of  the  fruit  of  the  vine"  until  "that  day  when  I 
drink  it  new  with  you,  in  my  Father's  kingdom."  That 
should  be  the  Christian's  rule.  Till  then,  touch  it  not. 

What  a  grand  time  Reny  is  having  over  the  "old 
Overland  Route."  What  a  journey !  Father  took  it,  but 
that  was  before  the  through  lines  to  the  Pacific  were 
built.  As  they  are  bent  upon  adventure,  and  time  is  of 
no  consequence,  it  is  a  great  experience  even  to  make 
it  part  of  the  way. 

I  am  having  frequent  thoughts  of  Christmas.  I  don't 
want  to  go  home  till  then,  for  you  cannot,  and  it  would 
not  be  the  same  without  you.  Doubtless  your  old  gen 
tleman  will  let  you  off  before  the  holidays.  Then  Reny 
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will  be  there,  and  it  will  be  fine  for  all  of  us  to  be  to 
gether  once  more. 

Good-night,  dear.  A  pretty  joke  for  you  to  begin  call 
ing  yourself  old,  "an  old  maid."  Why,  you  are  not  up 
to  orthodox  marriageable  age.  The  rule  in  our  family 
was  to  be,  "A  woman  at  twenty-three  and  a  man  at 
thirty,"  but  I  opine  that  when  the  heart  consults  itself 
the  years  will  be  a  very  small  factor — the  heart's  aye, 
the  part's  aye,  the  monarch  in  marriage,  or  it  should  be. 

Ever  your 
HENRY. 

I  wrote  this  last  night.  This  morning  has  startling 
news.  Mr.  Dranton  is  having  a  trying  time  of  it.  He 
has  jumped  out  of  the  frying-pan  into  the  fire.  Leaving 
his  wife  to  come  home  for  a  few  days,  he  not  only  came 
in  time  to  find  Ben  in  the  midst  of  his  spree,  but  no 
sooner  had  he  left  Mrs.  Dranton  than  a  loving  (?) 
cousin  of  hers  arrived  and  at  once  set  about  proving  to 
her,  in  spite  of  Isabel's  vigorous  protest,  that  she  was 
not  a  bit  better  than  when  he  saw  her  a  year  before; 
that  she  was  not  looking  at  all  well,  her  imagination  had 
only  made  her  more  hopeful;  that  it  was  the  way  with 
all  these  modern  delusions,  trying  to  save  the  body  at 
the  expense  of  the  soul.  He  had  come  to  her  in  love 
for  her  precious  soul;  the  body  was  nothing  in  com 
parison,  and,  besides  this,  where  he  lived  and  in  many 
places  they  were  claiming  to  heal  the  sick  when  they 
were  carting  the  poor,  deluded  people  to  the  cemeteries. 

Isabel  wrote  this  and  much  more  to  her  father  and 
begged  him  to  come  at  once,  as  her  mother  had  almost 
fainted  before  he  left  her,  and  had  not  been  willing  to 
read  or  to  let  her  read  to  her  since;  was  very  nervous 
and  complained  of  pain  in  her  breast. 

Mr.  Dranton  was  furious.     When  he  showed  me  the 
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letter  he  said:  "The  devil  seems  determined  to  drive 
Ben  and  all  of  us  to  the  wall.  Where  shall  I  take  her 
to  get  her  away  from  these  loving  (?)  friends  ?  I  know 
that  they  mean  it  all  well  enough,  or  I  should  feel  like 
taking  a  shotgun  and  firing  away ;  they  ought  to  be  pun 
ished  for  their  meddling  ignorance  and  not  minding 
their  own  business.  I  studied  over  it  all  last  night, 
hardly  slept,  tortured  by  my  own  misgivings  and  fears, 
until  I  don't  know  what  to  do." 

"It  seems  to  be  a  question  between  God  and  the 
devil,"  I  ventured  to  say  as  he  paused,  appealingly. 
"Jesus  never  gave  in  to  his  temptations;  the  Bible  is 
full  of  'fear  nots.'  If  God  is  everywhere  He  is  here  and 
He  is  there.  One  with  God  is  a  majority,  and  if  He  is 
omnipotent  He  certainly  can  beat  the  devil  and  all  His 
imps,  and  He  who  stands  with  God,  Good,  ought  to  be 
able  to  win  out  in  spite  of  the  world,  the  flesh,  and  the 
devil.  But  it  seems  to  necessitate  a  big  fight,  bigger 
than  I  ever  thought  possible.  Why  will  mortals  fight 
against  their  own  good  ?" 

He  pressed  my  hand  warmly.  His  eyes  filled.  "Do 
your  best  for  Ben.  I  will  go  to  the  rescue  down  there. 
Yes,  it  is  a  big  fight,  and  what  makes  it  so  perplexing 
is  that  the  good  people  seem  to  be  fighting  against  good, 
health,  and  happiness,  here  on  earth  where  Jesus  their 
Lord  and  Exemplar  proved  they  were  to  find  both.  They 
call  it  imagination,  delusion,  to  believe  you  are  well  and 
happy,  but  it  is  not  delusion  to  believe  you  are  sick, 
and  must  die  in  order  to  soar  away  to  bliss  after  you 
have  suffered  the  pains  of  hell  on  earth,  and  served  the 
devil  of  sin  and  sickness  all  the  days  of  your  life ! 
There  's  no  vain  imagination,  no  delusion  in  that !  The 
devil  certainly  is  a  liar  and  a  lie.  Harry,  I  don't  know 
what  I  would  do  without  you;  to  you  I  can  give  vent 
to  my  outbursts  of  indignation.  There  is  not  another 
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person  in  the  county  that  I  know  of  that  I  can  let  out 
to  on  this,  though  I  would  like  to  stand  on  the  house 
top  and  proclaim  this  gospel  of  Love  and  of  health  to 
the  whole  town.  I  am  beginning  to  think  I  'm  a 
coward." 

He  has  gone.  God  bless  and  keep  him  and  all  of 
them.  I  '11  tell  you,  Lou,  this  on  top  of  my  disappoint 
ment  about  Ben  has  been  almost  too  much  for  me.  Is 
the  Truth  the  Truth?  That  is  the  burning  question? 
Does  God  reign?  Is  our  Father  our  Father?  Is  Love 
supreme?  Is  God  all,  all  Good?  Things  seem  to  be  in 
a  terrible  mess;  there  is  no  question  about  that.  "God 
be  merciful  to  us  miserable  sinners,"  the  one  prayer 
seeming  to  be  needful  upon  all  sides.  Yet,  if  I  remem 
ber  rightly,  mother  used  to  tell  us  that  we  were  not 
miserable  sinners  if  we  were  Christians,  but  really  and 
truly  children  of  God,  and  it  was  our  supreme  business 
to  believe  it,  act  like  it,  and  thus  to  prove  it  by  being 
good  and  doing  good.  Christ  was  living  in  us  and  all 
the  life  we  had,  for  the  old  Adam  was  dead  and  buried. 
He  seems  to  be  awfully  alive,  and  kicking  to  beat  the 
band. 

Well  for  me  that  I  have  you  to  explode  to.  I  am  here 
as  alone  in  these  thoughts  as  if  I  were  at  the  north  pole. 
Every  one  needs  a  safety  valve ;  you  are  mine.  Courage, 
courage,  old  Hal,  and  faith !  Look  up,  above  and  away 
from  the  clouds  of  earth ! 


13 
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LXVIL 

NEW  T.,  September  20,  18.—. 

MY  DEAB  OLD  GIRL:  You  will  think  I  am  awfully 
good,  writing  to  you  again,  and  not  having  heard 
from  you.  But  that  is  not  it ;  I  have  something  so  good 
to  tell  you  that  it  's  no  credit  to  me  to  write ;  I  should 
burst  if  I  couldn't. 

Maud  is  getting  well!  There,  isn't  that  something 
too  good  to  keep?  I  believe  I  told  you  Aunt  Fanny 
was  coming  to  make  a  visit.  Well,  the  very  next  day 
after  she  came  she  just  went  for  mamma,  told  her  it 
was  a  sin  and  a  shame  to  let  that  precious  child  sit  there 
in  her  invalid  chair,  year  in  and  year  out,  pining  to 
death,  when  she  might  just  as  well  be  where  she  ought 
to  be,  out  at  play,  as  free  as  the  air  she  breathes. 

Mamma  began  to  tell  her  about  what  the  doctors 
said,  and  all  the  things  said  against  the  Science,  and 
Aunt  Fanny  let  her  tell  it  all  out,  as  you  have  heard 
her,  and  when  she  had  finished,  Aunt  Fanny  said  very 
quietly,  "Well,  what  of  it?  You  would  like  your  child 
to  be  well,  wouldn't  you  ?" 

Of  course  mamma  said,  "Yes." 

"How  long  have  you  been  trying  these  things?"  she 
asked,  going  to  the  table  on  which  stood  the  bottles,  etc. 

"Five  years  and  a  half." 

"And  Maud  none  the  better,  but  worse,"  I  said.  "More 
helpless,  Aunt  Fanny,  than  she  was  last  year  by  far,, 
isn't  she,  mamma  dear?" 

"Yes,  I  must  admit  that  she  is.  She  has  only  been 
confined  to  her  chair  this  last  year." 
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"Well,  can't  you  see,  sister,  that  it  is  perfect  folly  to 
trust  that  which  is  not  benefiting  her  ?  I  shall  be  here 
for  some  weeks.  Let  me  make  a  clean  sweep  of  all  these 
things,  and  if  she  is  not  better  before  I  go  home  I  will 
never  say  another  word." 

Mamma  shook  her  head,  but  said  we  could  speak  to 
papa,  and,  if  he  said  yes,  she  would  not  interfere.  Then 
Maud  began  to  cry  and  said,  "0  mamma,  please  let 
Aunt  Fanny  try." 

We  drove  to  the  station  in  the  afternoon,  and  the 
brave  little  woman  at  once  asked  papa  if  she  might  have 
the  care  of  Maud  while  she  stayed.  He  said  of  course 
he  thought  she  would  enjoy  a  change,  and  though  he 
feared  aunty  would  find  it  very  trying,  he  certainly  had 
no  objection  if  she  wished  it. 

"And  may  I  do  just  what  I  please  with  and  for  her  ?" 

"How?"  he  said. 

"Give  physic  to  the  dogs,  and  try  a  new  plan  entirely." 

He  looked  rather  grave  for  a  moment  and  then  he 
said :  "This  surprises  me.  On  the  train  coming  home  I 
met  a  friend  who  urged  this  very  thing,  and  told  of  a 
case  similar  to  Maud's  marvelously  cured,  in  which  I 
was  greatly  interested." 

"It  does  not  surprise  me  in  the  least,"  she  said.  "All 
over  the  country  these  cures  are  being  reported,  and  all 
I  ask  is  the  privilege  of  treating  your  sweet  child  while 
I  am  here.  If  she  is  not  better,  you  can  easily  go  back 
to  the  old  methods." 

"It  surely  can  do  no  harm,  papa,"  I  said.  "Do,  for 
Maud's  sake  and  mine,  let  Aunt  Fanny  try." 

"Well,"  he  said,  "if  mother  is  willing,"  and  both  were 
thus  pledged. 

So  away  went  the  bottles,  liniments,  morphines,  plas 
ters,  pills,  potions.  The  clean  white  linen  on  the  table, 
a  glass  of  water,  and  a  vase  of  flowers,  with  her  little 
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Testament  and  your  papers,  were  all  that  were  left. 
Aunt  Fanny  slept  on  the  lounge  beside  her,  and  was 
given  carte  blanche  to  do  her  pleasure. 

The  next  day  she  had  the  dear  girl  lifted  from  her 
chair,  treating  her,  I  could  see,  all  the  time,  and  then 
every  bandage,  every  poultice,  and  supports  of  all 
kinds  were  laid  aside,  and  with  a  great,  soft  comfort 
the  invalid  was  put  in  the  big  rocking-chair,  and  sat 
there  all  day,  and  that  night  had  the  best  rest  she  had 
had  for  weeks.  She  seemed  to  be  better  for  several  days 
and  then  worse,  and  I  confess  I  felt  a  little  anxious, 
but  aunty  made  light  of  it,  and  I  wish  you  could  have 
seen  Maud  at  last,  when  she  stood  on  her  foot  and  de 
clared  it  did  not  hurt  her  one  bit. 

Louise,  it  had  been, four  years  since  she  had  touched 
that  foot  to  the  floor;  and  when  at  the  end  of  the  week 
she  could  do  that  much  she  was  the  happiest  child  you 
ever  saw. 

"Oh,  Aunt  Fanny,  dear,  dear  Aunt  Fanny,  will  I 
really  be  able  to  walk  and  play  like  other  girls?  Tell 
me  quick.  Shall  I?  uhall  I?"  And  then  she  laughed 
and  cried,  and  we  all  cried,  and  I  was  afraid  she  would 
have  a  fit  of  hysterics;  but  instead  of  that  she  went  to 
sleep  and  slept  like  a  baby,  and,  my  dear,  the  chair  she 
hated  the  sight  of  has  gone  to  the  attic,  the  crutches 
have  followed,  clothes  have  been  brought  into  requisi 
tion,  and  stockings  and  shoes;  and  before  Aunt  Fanny 
goes  home,  I  am  willing  to  stake  my  lover  on  it,  Maud 
will  be  over  at  your  house. 

Now  help  us  return  thanks,  and  won't  we  have  a 
jollification  when  that  dear,  blessed  child,  who  never 
could  believe  that  it  was  God's  will  that  she  should  suf 
fer,  can  run  and  play  and  dance  ? 

Oh,  but  we  are  getting  free.  Didn't  the  father  have 
music  and  dancing  when  the  prodigal  came  home?  Be 


LOUISA  V ARENA  197 

sure  He  did,  and  we  will  have  a  grand  thanksgiving  ball 
this  year,  if  Maud  can  dance.  Dear  me,  but  papa  and 
mamma  are  happy  over  this  change,  and  wonder  how 
they  ever  could  have  been  prejudiced  against  anything 
so  good,  so  Christlike,  so  Jesus-like  as  this  healing  of 
the  sick  by  the  word  and  power  of  Truth. 

Papa  said  to-day,  "Why  can't  every  poor  invalid  in 
all  the  country  round  get  this  same  blessing  ?  We  must 
help  them  to." 

And  Maud  said,  "I  will  tell  everybody,  and  they  can't 
help  believing  when  they  see  me !" 

Now,  Lou  dear,  do  write  to  me  quickly,  and  tell  me 
how  glad  you  are.  Your  mother  and  some  of  our  friends 
are  rejoicing  with  us,  as  are  all  the  children.  Ethel  es 
pecially,  who  has  missed  Maud's  companionship,  and 
who  has  been  so  good  to  her  all  these  years,  coming  to 
her  and  trying  to  cheer  and  comfort  her,  all  the  while 
telling  her  she  'd  surely  be  well  some  day,  is  nearly  as 
happy  as  Maud,  and  even  Ned  has  been  set  to  thinking 
that  the  great  Unseen  is  truly  something  worth  learning 
about. 

We  haven't  decided  on  our  trip  to  Europe  yet.  If  I 
cannot  be  married  before  spring,  I  would  just  as  soon 
go  with  Ned  as  not;  but  our  home  will  be  so  different, 
now  that  our  little  sister  is  well,  that  we  shall,  perhaps, 
all  be  satisfied,  even  Ned,  to  stay  right  here.  I  have 
told  aunty,  as  a  great  secret,  of  course,  of  his  unfortun 
ate,  all-absorbing  love  for  a  certain  young  woman  who 
doesn't'  care  a  fig  for  him,  and  she  may  be  able  to  do 
something  for  this  heart  malady.  I  hope  so,  I  am  sure, 
for  the  poor  boy  seems  to  be  miserable,  and,  though  he 
is  trying  to  do  something  useful,  he  doesn't  seem  to  en 
joy  anything. 

Good-by.  Ever  your  faithful  chum — half  mad  at 
you,  but  loving  you  all  the  same,  for  I  know  you  cannot 
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help  this  little  "unpleasantness,"  for  which,  though  it 
is  all  your  fault,  you  are  not  at  all  to  blame. 

I  must  tell  you  that  our  dear  old  doctor  is,  though 
dazed  and  amazed,  rejoicing  with  us,  asking,  "How  can 
these  things  be?"  He  is  glad  that  the  sweet  child  he 
has  so  long,  so  kindly,  but  hopelessly  ministered  to  has 
found  a  remedy  beyond  human  art. 

But  not  so  Doctor  White.  How  he  could  do  it  in  the 
face  of  this  glorious  demonstration  is  the  wonder !  He 
preached  a  horrid  sermon  against  Christian  Science  this 
morning.  Louise,  I  am  ashamed  to  write  it — said  its 
cures  were  the  work  of  the  devil.  Did  you  ever  hear  of 
such  an  astounding  lie  coming  straight  from  the  pulpit  ? 

I  was  glad,  and  sorry,  too,  that  papa  and  I  were  not 
there.  I  think  we  would  both  have  walked  straight  out 
of  church.  To  say  the  least,  we  would  not  have  been 
good  enough  Christians  to  sit  there,  as  did  our  mothers 
and  the  children,  and  take  it  all. 

I  am  glad  your  dear  mother  has  us  for  allies  now. 
She  is  not  a  bit  of  a  reed  shaken  by  the  winds,  but  as 
stanch  as  the  martyrs  of  old. 

Mamma,  who  has  as  yet  very  little  understanding  of 
Truth,  is  greatly  troubled  for  us.  It  makes  a  doubting 
Thomas  of  her  to  see  the  good  people  arrayed  against  it, 
but  she  rejoices  in  Maud's  cure  all  the  same.  Papa  is 
very  indignant.  This  attack  has  made  an  out  and  out 
C.  S.  of  him.  Lovingly, 

FRANK. 
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LXVIIL 

September  21,  18 — . 

MY  DEAREST  DAUGHTER  :  The  testing  time  has  coma 
Yesterday  we  were  all  in  our  pews.  The  service  over, 
the  sermon  began  with  the  old  text  from  Job,  "The  Lord 
gave,  and  the  Lord  hath  taken  away/'  and,  will  you  be 
lieve  it,  Doctor  White  went  straight  on  to  denounce  and 
to  deny  the  very  words  I  had  said  to  comfort  many  a 
poor  sufferer,  and  to  try  to  lift  dear  Mrs.  Merwin's 
thoughts  above  the  sod. 

In  short,  he  declared  sickness  and  death  to  be  God's 
will,  not  only  permitted,  but  sent  by  God;  that  it  was 
blasphemy  to  claim  to  do  the  healing  works  now,  as 
they  were  only  possible  to  Jesus  and  his  apostles.  To 
claim  to  do  them,  dreadful  delusion,  the  very  work  of 
the  devil,  and  so  on.  There  sat  precious  little  Maud  at 
church  for  the  first  time  in  years,  a  living  witness  to  the 
falsity  of  his  uttering.  I  was  so  busy  denying  the  errors 
as  he  spoke  them  that  I  had  only  time  to  think  of  how 
unwittingly  he  was  fulfilling  the  state  of  things  sot 
forth  in  the  second  chapter  of  II.  Thessalonians,  be 
tween  the  denials  saying,  Father,  forgive  them,  forgive 
them ;  they  know  not  what  they  do  to-day,  as  they  knew 
not  when  they  nailed  the  Holy  One  to  that  cruel  cross. 
Father,  forgive,  forgive ! 

I  was  ashamed  of  my  self-consciousness  as  I  came  out 
of  church.  Every  one  seemed  to  say,  "Thou  art  the 
man" ;  the  children  clustered  close,  and  that  sweet  child, 
Maud,  came  clear  over  from  their  pew  and  took  my  hand 
and  smiled,  as  if  to  say,  "Never  mind."  It  was  the  only 
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thing  that  brought  the  tears  to  my  eyes,  though  I  did 
feel  deeply  grieved,  not  because  I  was  thus  publicly  re 
proved,  but  because  our  God,  Love,  divinest,  purest 
Love,  was  held  up  to  the  gaze  of  all  there,  to  my  children 
among  them,  as  the  monster  that  mortal  mind  has  made 
Him  through  false  beliefs  and  false  interpretations  of 
Scripture.  Verily,  "the  son  of  perdition"  has  usurped 
God's  throne,  and  poor  mortals  believe  the  lie  and  the 
liar,  that  Jesus  denounced  and  came  to  earth  to  destroy, 
and  thus  to  save  them  "from  him  that  hath  the  power  of 
death." 

I  never  expected  to  be  called  to  follow  so  closely  in 
the  footsteps  of  our  dear  Master,  but  now  that  it  has 
come  the  Comforter  has  come  with  it,  fulfilling  the 
promise,  "As  thy  days  are,  so  shall  thy  strength  be." 

I  have  been  a  coward,  a  poor  Peter;  late  lessons  are 
enough  for  me.  Not  flesh  and  blood,  but  my  Father  in 
heaven  has  revealed  the  living  Christ,  and  on  the  Rock 
of  Spirit's  supremacy  I  build  now  and  forever.  I  will 
speak  the  Truth,  and  by  the  grace  of  God  I  will  minis 
ter  to  the  sick  and  suffering  and  never  stop  seeking  and 
striving  for  a  higher  understanding  of  Love  until  I  can 
obey  the  divine  commission  of  our  Lord  and  Master, 
"Heal  the  sick,  raise  the  dead,  cleanse  the  lepers,  cast 
out  demons."  That  is  the  high  task  before  us  all.  0 
God,  grant  us  to  so  realize  Thy  presence  and  Thy  power 
to  heal  now,  that  we  can  do  this  Godlike,  saving,  Christ- 
ly  work. 

I  will  not  even  seem  to  take  offense  by  staying  from 
church.  I  will  be  brave,  and  a  truer  follower  of  the 
wise  and  beloved  Discoverer  and  Founder  of  Christian 
Science.  How  I  love  that  name  and  its  author!  Was 
there  ever  a  more  felicitous  phrase?  Denounced  as 
neither  Christian  nor  science.  Alas,  for  them  both  if 
divorced  from  each  other ! 
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I  know,  dear,  it  has  been  a  great  trial  and  effort  for 
Doctor  White  to  take  this  stand.  He  has  done  it  as  in 
the  service  of  his  Master.  He  has  a  kind  heart,  and  does 
much  good  in  his  way,  working  faithfully  up  to  the 
light  he  has,  and  nothing  but  a  stern  sense  of  duty  could 
have  nerved  him  up  to  it.  It  shows  his  faithfulness  to 
his  convictions  of  right,  wrong  as  they  are.  I  cannot 
find  it  in  my  heart  to  think  a  thought  or  to  say  a  word 
against  him,  but  oh,  the  pity  of  it !  We  must  denounce 
the  error  as  error,  and  to  Truth  bear  faithful  witness  in 
Love.  We  know  that  it  is  not  man,  not  "the  image  of 
God"  who  thus  voices  error,  but  the  same  old  serpent, 
always  the  opponent  of  Truth,  fighting  Truth  in  every 
age,  and  through  the  ignorance  of  any  mortal  who  will 
be  a  mouthpiece  or  a  blind  tool  to  this  "murderer  from 
the  beginning."  How  Jesus  rebuked  it.  If  Doctor  White 
has  the  courage  of  his  convictions,  so  have  I,  and  I  cer 
tainly  should  be  as  true  to  Truth  as  he  is  to  error. 

Yours  in  Love  and  Truth. 

P.  S. — I  send  you  a  letter  from  my  old  friend,  Mrs. 
Maitland.  I  have  been  trying  for  some  time  to  help 
her.  It  will  be  valuable  proof  to  you  of  the  folly  of  too 
much  reading  outside  of  Divine  Science,  in  her  search 
for  Truth.  It  brings  to  her  spiritual  poverty  and  power- 
lessness  to  meet  the  errors  of  mortal  sense.  The  mental 
state  she  is  in  is  partly  the  product  of  this  hash  of  hu 
man  conjectures  that  she  feeds  on  instead  of  Truth.  I 
have  repeatedly  warned  her  against  this  old  intellectual 
dissipation. 
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LXIX. 

SPRINGY  ALE,  September  10,  18 — . 

DEAR  MRS.  VARENA  :  Give  me  affirmation.  Give  me 
the  thought  of  God  in  every  form  you  can  present  it.  I 
am  perishing  for  want  of  Him.  I  have  had  enough  of 
denial,  or  too  much  perhaps.  Give  me  the  Bread  of 
Life.  Give  me  the  thought  of  Life,  Love,  Substance, 
Intelligence,  Presence,  Power,  Peace,  Purity,  Protec 
tion,  Plenty.  I  mind  the  P's  a  great  deal  more  than  I 
do  the  Q's,  which  stand  for  unnecessary  question  nowa 
days. 

I  got  up  some  ten  days  ago  with  the  belief  of  a  cold 
in  the  head,  a  thing  that  in  my  consciousness  I  think  I 
cannot  have.  It  lasted  nine  days.  I  denied  with  all 
my  might  in  every  direction.  The  only  time  I  got  a 
grip  on  it  was  about  five  days  ago.  I  was  reading  in 
"The  Christian's  Secret  of  a  Happy  Life"  about 
"Faith,"  and  Mrs.  Smith  said,  "Pay  no  attention  to 
what  Satan  tells  you,  but  simply  tell  him  to  go  and 
settle  it  with  Christ/'  or  words  to  that  effect.  Just  then 
I  remembered  that  you  had  called  such  attacks  "temp 
tations."  I  put  the  two  together  with  my  own  denials, 
that  held  the  enemy  in  check,  but  did  not  vanquish 
him.  Finally  I  said,  "Satan,  you  have  been  try 
ing  for  five  days  to  pursuade  me  to  believe  in  the  power 
of  matter,  by  presenting  to  my  senses  an  illusion  of  a 
cold.  I  have  denied  it  long  enough ;  you  go  and  settle 
that  matter  with  Christ.  I  believe  in  the  power  of  God 
and  not  in  you  or  your  works."  I  began  to  mend  from 
that  time,  and  have  not  a  trace  of  it  left. 
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I  am  attacked  in  another  quarter  since  Friday.  My 
strength  seems  gone.  I  am  almost  too  weak  to  stay  up. 
I  have  been  reaching  out  for  strength  all  day.  I  went 
to  church  this  morning,  hoping  to  get  help,  and  the 
minister  served  up  a  hash  of  immoral  pictures  on  danc 
ing,  drinking,  theater-going,  and  licentiousness  that 
nearly  killed  me.  Not  one  word  of  Good  or  God  in  the 
whole  hour,  but  an  intermittent  torrent  of  words  about 
things  that  no  one  can  be  better  for  thinking  about,  ex 
cept  to  deny  them,  which  I  did  with  might  and  main 
through  it  all. 

I,  reaching  out  with  inexpressible  longing  for  God  the 
Father,  God  the  Son,  and  God  the  Holy  Ghost ;  going  to 
church,  hoping  to  get  help  and  forced  to  have  the  worst 
kind  of  the  earth  earthy  thrust  upon  me.  I  simply  can 
not  stand  it.  The  world  is  steeped  in  its  mortal  doc 
trines  and  desires,  and  the  pulpits  are  talking  about  the 
world,  the  flesh,  and  the  devil;  only  a  few  apparently 
striving  for  spiritual  things  in  a  rational  way. 

Mrs.  Varena,  dear  friend,  I  don't  see  how  we  are  to 
live  here  much  longer.  My  flesh  and  my  heart  cry  out 
for  the  living  God,  and  I  know  Him  well  enough  already 
to  have  lost  all  sympathy  and  companionship  with  the 
thoughts  of  those  who  look  earthward.  How  can  I  get 
Him  in  entirety  without  the  passage  called  death?  I 
long  for  the  fullness  of  the  knowledge  of  God.  I  have 
received  illumination  from  the  Holy  Spirit,  but  at  the 
time  did  not  know  what  it  meant.  I  know  now  that  I 
was  made  conscious  of  His  power,  presence,  and  reality. 
Since  then  I  have  grown  in  divine  Love  for  God  and 
man,  longing  for  deliverance  from  all  that  is  unlike  God. 

I  have  been  reading  Wallace,  Huxley,  and  Mrs. 
Humphrey  .Ward  on  agnosticism  and  Christianity. 
Brilliant  argument  all  of  it  for  and  against.  Intel 
lectually  I  enjoyed  it  keenly,  but  it  is  pitiful  to  see  the 
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finest  minds  of  the  nineteenth  century  groping  in  the 
dark,  searching  for  historical  evidence  of  the  fact  that 
one  side  asserts  and  the  other  denies ;  and  Christians  do 
not  seem  to  know  any  more  about  the  matter  than  their 
opponents.  As  I  sat  pondering  on  it,  I  thought  I  saw 
the  root  of  the  trouble ;  they  are  talking  about  the  teach 
ings  and  doctrines  of  some  one  who  lived  and  taught 
eighteen  hundred  years  and  more  ago,  and  they  differ 
about  the  teachings,  looking  at  the  letter  instead  of  the 
Spirit,  the  dead  letter,  which  killeth;  looking  for  out 
side,  merely  historical  evidence,  for,  as  well  as  against. 
It  is  the  old  argument  of  Hume,  Paine,  and  the  rest  of 
the  thinkers  of  the  past  over  again. 

Why  can't  they  see  that  the  same  Power  that  demon 
strated  Jesus'  teachings  is  in  the  world  to-day,  and  lives, 
speaks,  and  acts  in  the  hearts  and  lives  that  are  ready  to 
receive  him,  and  has  done  so  through  all  time  ?  Lo !  I 
am  with  you  always. 

Wallace  says,  "I  believe  the  miracles ;  I  have  no  knowl 
edge,  but  I  believe  the  account  of  those  who  have  seen." 
Huxley  and  Mrs.  Ward  say,  "We,  too,  have  no  knowl 
edge  and  we  want  testimony  of  a  better  sort  than  that  on 
which  you  base  your  belief."  I,  Sallie  Maitland,  who 
am  nobody,  way  off  in  a  little  corner  of  America,  say, 
"I  have  both  seen  and  do  know  the  power  of  the  Spirit, 
and  I  don't  care  the  snap  of  my  finger  about  what  you 
call  'historical  evidence,'  bare  words  handed  down  from 
one  to  another  on  the  sense  plane.  No ;  Truth  was  never 
so  proved,  even  in  what  you  call  physical  science,  and 
what  folly  to  expect  it  in  spiritual  Science.  The  present 
manifestations  of  the  power  of  Spirit  abundantly  prove 
the  Truth,  which  truly  is  forever  manifesting  itself— al 
ways  ready.  It  is  the  same  Mind  that  proved  the  Truth 
of  the  works  of  the  historical  Jesus.  The  evidence  may 
be  had  to-day  of  this  ever-present  power  of  Spirit  by  any 
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one  willing  to  recognize  that  which  is  beyond  the  ma 
terial  evidence.  In  the  realm  of  Mind  all  these  think 
ers  constantly  recognize  the  spiritual,  though  they  don't 
seem  to  admit  it  even  to  themselves,  for  all  Life  is 
Spirit,  and  they  recognize  Mind,  Life,  trying  in  vain  to 
prove  it  material,  when  it  is  constantly  proving  itself 
spiritual. 

I  love  the  writer  of  Robert  Elsmere.  I  have  the 
warmest  sympathy  with  all  such  doubters.  Three  years 
ago  these  works  would  have  found  me  wholly  unpre 
pared  to  show  cause  why  I  was  not  an  agnostic.  To-day 
I  know  the  truth  about  what  is  termed  the  want  of  evi 
dence,  or  unknowableness  of  the  unseen,  and  I  long  to 
carry  conviction  to  Mrs.  Ward,  absurd  as  it  may  seem  to 
you.  Of  course  you  know  without  my  admission  that 
it  is  the  Truth, — Christian  Science,  given  to  the  world 
by  Mrs.  Eddy,  that  has  lifted  me  above  the  plane  of  ag 
nosticism.  Its  statements  are  rational,  reason  satisfy 
ing,  and  heart  satisfying,  ennobling  and  blessing  all 
who  receive  them,  and  as  they  become  more  and  more 
known,  this  old  barren  field  of  agnosticism  will  bud 
and  blossom  and  bring  forth  fruit,  positive.  What  a 
miserable  old  dumb  negation  it  is,  forsooth,  just  to  fold 
one's  hands  and  look  down  at  the  dust  and  stones  at 
one's  feet  and  say,  All  the  things  told  in  the  Scriptures 
may  be  true,  but  I  simply  don't  know,  and  don't  be 
lieve  that  anybody  else  can  know.  When  anybody  else, 
hundreds,  thousands,  aye  millions,  are  looking  abroad 
at  the  fields  and  woods  and  cities  teeming  with  life,  at 
the  rivers,  lakes,  stars,  heavenly  bodies,  and  way  beyond 
the  stars  into  celestial  glories,  here  and  There,  learning 
more  and  more  of  God — Principle  and  Idea — of  spirit 
ual  Science,  while  the  agnostic  is  still  looking  at  matter, 
which  is  dust  and  nothingness  and  refusing  to  know 
aught  beside  it. 
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I  ought  to  stop.  I  am  drowning  you  in  a  flood  of  my 
own  thoughts,  but  there  is  absolutely  no  one  but  you  in 
all  the  circle  of  my  dear  friends  to  whom  I  can  open  my 
heart.  Oh,  this  new  birth  is  a  struggle  like  that  of  the 
physical.  I  have  been  for  months  balancing  in  the 
scale  between  here  and  There,  about  as  likely  to  pass  out 
as  to  stay;  that  is  why  I  asked  your  help;  and  yet  I 
cannot  feel  that  my  work  here  is  finished.  I  feel  con 
scious  of  magnificent  powers  of  mind  and  soul  which 
ought  to  be  used  for  humanity,  but  my  body  is  very 
weak.  Just  that  sermon  to-day  was  as  bad  as  a  physical 
bruising  and  breaking  of  bones.  I  can't  go  where  I 
hear  much;  I  can't  mix  much  with  people;  they  talk 
about  the  laws  of  health  and  want  of  vitality,  etc.  I 
cannot  live  without  the  conscious  presence  of  God,  the 
Life,  the  Power  that  makes  the  laws,  the  only  Power 
that  is.  I  must  know  more  of  Him,  until  not  a  thought 
of  any  other  self  dare  show  its  ugly  phiz.  Help  me  in 
that  direction.  It  is  well  enough  to  sweep  the  house 
clean,  but  I  must  be  fed  or  I  die;  and  how  true  it  is 
that  man  does  not  live  by  bread  alone,  but  by  every 
word  of  God.  The  world  to-day  is  famishing  for  the 
Living  Bread,  while  it  is  feeding  on  husks. 

I  dare  say  this  is  incoherent  enough,  but  it  is  too  dark 
to  read  it  over.  It  will  guide  you  to  my  mental  state, 
and  insure  me  your  help  in  the  right  direction. 

Yours  in  Love, 

SARAH  M.  MAITLAND. 

Louise  dearest,  this  is  a  budget  indeed.  I  did  not 
realize  what  a  long  letter  it  was  until  I  took  it  up  to  put 
in  the  envelope  with  mine  to  you.  To  me  it  was  so  in 
tensely  interesting  I  never  thought  of  its  length.  You 
will,  I  am  sure,  enjoy  it,  and  see  in  it  the  intellectual 
force  of  my  friend.  Bead  it  at  your  leisure,  and  be  sure 
to  keep  it  for  me. 
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LXX. 

INDIANOLA,  September  25,  18 — . 

MY  DEAREST  HARRY:  You  have  had  a  time  and  a 
backset.  Another  proof  that  ignorance  is  at  the  root 
of  most  of  our  troubles.  Ben  Dranton  was  never  in  a 
more  hopeful  condition  for  the  fulfillment  of  your  best 
hopes  for  him.  You  would  have  known  this  if  you  had 
been  posted  as  to  the  workings  of 'Truth.  Looking  at 
the  sense  evidence  was  discouraging;  it  always  is;  but 
if  you  had  kept  fast  hold  of  the  Principle,  the  one  great 
fact  you  had  been  declaring,  in  spite  of  what  seemed  to 
be,  you  would  not  have  been  discouraged  and  would 
have  been  in  much  better  frame  of  mind  to  help  Ben. 
Now  that  you  have  the  sure  guide  in  the  way  of  Truth 
and  Love,  your  book,  you  do  not  need  my  advice.  Keep 
close  to  your  guide  and  you  will  do  all  things  well ;  but 
I  will  tell  you  this :  Truth  never  covers  any  error  over. 
Everything  is  thrown  out  on  the  surface,  like  the 
measles.  If  Ben  would  only  ask  you  to  help  him,  you 
might  be  able  to  do  much  more  for  him.  In  the  thoughts 
I  have  given  you  it  was  only  to  keep  your  own  thoughts 
right  and  not  to  attempt  to  control  his,  which  it  would 
not  be  right  for  you  to  do  without  his  consent. 

In  order  to  abandon  sin  one  must  first  hate  it.  It  is 
only  when  it  produces  these  terrible  retributive  ef 
fects  on  mind  and  body  that  one  can  see  the  enormity  of 
the  evil,  and  thus  hate  it  enough  to  stop  it.  Sin  is  self- 
punishing  and  self -destroying ;  it  brings  its  own  suffer 
ing,  its  inevitable  consequences,  as  you  have  plainly 
seen.  Show  the  poor  boy  how  true  this  is ;  he  will  admit 
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it  as  having  been  proved  by  this  dreadful  experience. 
The  humiliation  he  feels  will  open  his  ears  to  your  ad 
vice. 

The  real  Ben  that  he  is  has  not  been  touched  by  this 
mishap,  and  the  more  fully  you  see  this  the  truer  your 
thought  of  him  will  be.  He  did  not  and  could  not  do 
any  of  the  things  charged  to  him.  Refuse  to  see  any 
thing  but  the  true  idea  of  man,  as  the  Father's  child. 

He  has  no  real  pleasure  in  any  of  these  unreal,  un 
satisfying  things  and  doings;  they  are  nothing  to  him. 
He  is  in  the  unreality  seeking  for  the  satisfaction  which 
is  only  to  be  found  in  right-doing,  the  Reality.  When 
he  thus  takes  sides  against  his  better  self  he  reaps  what 
he  sows,  and  there  is  no  escape  for  him.  Begin  again 
right  where  you  were  before,  and  when  things  seem  to 
be  going  awry,  then  is  the  time  to  trust  and  fear  not.  Be 
brave;  anybody  can  hope  when  things  look  hopeful. 

The  more  Ben  is  with  you  the  better  it  will  be  for 
him.  Only  see  the  real  of  him  and  you  can  like  him 
and  influence  him  for  good  in  every  way.  Be  of  good 
cheer.  Now  is  your  time  to  work,  when  pride  is  humbled 
and  the  hopelessness  and  bitterness  of  the  old  ways  of 
thinking  and  doing  have  been  so  clearly  proven.  He 
must  see  the  Truth  that  has  blessed  his  mother  and  his 
home.  The  new  and  better  way  will  appeal  to  him. 

I  am  with  you  heart  and  hand  in  hope  for  the  family 
reunion  during  the  holidays.  Mr.  Lorends  is  abroad, 
but  will  doubtless  be  at  home  before  that.  What  a  joy 
ful  thought — all  together  once  more. 

I  wish  I  could  do  something  for  Ned  Roland.  I  will 
not  write  to  him,  though  I  am  sorry  for  him.  He  de 
mands  the  one  impossible  thing.  It  could  do  no  good 
to  write,  and  the  more  he  mopes  the  less  I  think  of  him. 
You  may  tell  him  so  for  me,  if  he  makes  any  complaints. 
I  liked  his  manliness  when  he  was  a  boy,  but  I  dislike 
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his  umnanliness  now  that  he  is  not  making  the  right 
kind  of  a  man  of  himself,  as  he  grows  into  manhood  in 
years  only.  He  cannot  throw  the  responsibility  upon 
me. 

"Cannot  work  if  it  's  not  for  Louise  !"  Nonsense  ! 
Let  him  work  for  God.  No  one  will  ever  do  his  best 
work  from  any  other  motive.  It  is  nothing  but  down 
right  self-indulgence  and  want  of  pluck,  proper  energy, 
manliness.  There  is  nothing  a  woman  of  strength  of 
character  likes  so  much  in  a  man  as  force  and  integrity 
of  character  —  doing  right  because  it  is  right.  You  are 
my  kind.  YOUR  LOUISE. 


14 
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LXXI. 

INDIANOLA,  October  1,  18 — . 

MY  PRECIOUS  MOTHER:  We  have  had  a  glad  sur 
prise.  Mr.  Lorends  is  at  home.  Unheralded  he  came 
in  upon  us  yesterday,  having  given  orders  to  the  serv 
ants  not  to  announce  him.  His  little  girl  flew  into  his 
open  arms  and  he  held  her  in  close  embrace  long  enough 
for  us  to  recover  from  our  surprise.  There  was  a 
strange  earnestness  in  his  manner,  and,  oh,  he  seems  so 
changed,  not  like  the  saddened  man  who  left  us.  What 
marvels  the  Truth  in  this  sojourn  abroad  has  wrought 
in  him  I  know  not.  He  is  bright  and  cheerful,  almost 
gay;  all  the  dullness  and  unrestfulness  seem  gone  from 
him,  and  he  is  full  of  plans  for  the  present  and  the  fu 
ture.  He  has  been  to  see  his  mother  and  sisters  on  the 
way  home,  and  invited  them  to  come  to  see  Evangeline. 
His  mother,  he  thinks,  is  not  strong,  and  if  she  does  not 
come  next  week  he  will  take  Evangeline  to  her. 

To  Carolyn  he  said,  "My  dear  girl,  I  am  happy  in 
deed  that  you  are  here.  You  must  grant  me  at  least  a 
brother's  privilege,"  kissing  her  affectionately.  Carrie 
glanced  at  me  and  smiled,  his  sincerity  seeming  to  sub 
due  every  thought  of  perversity  in  her.  His  kind  let 
ters  had  prepared  the  way,  and  she  met  his  kindness  in 
the  same  spirit. 

After  a  very  pleasant  dinner  we  had  music.  Carolyn 
and  I  have  practiced  faithfully.  I  have  been  giving  her 
lessons  in  singing,  and  she  has  been  teaching  me  instru 
mental  music,  and  we  had  enthusiastic  auditors  in  the 
quiet  gentleman  from  abroad  and  our  little  girl. 
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"Come,  Evangeline,"  he  baid  to-day,  "I  am  going  to 
see  Milly.  Do  you  want  to  go?" 

She  was  eager  enough,  and  as  she  donned  her  hat  he 
asked  us  to  walk  with  them.  We  followed  down  the 
path,  the  child  gamboling  from  side  to  side,  never  let 
ting  go  his  hand,  but  turning  at  every  bound  to  look  up 
into  his  kindly  face  or  back  to  see  if  we  were  following. 

Milly  was  in  the  yard  busied  at  something  as  they  ap 
proached,  and  did  not  see  them  until  they  were  just  be 
side  her.  She  stood  erect  and  threw  up  both  her  hands. 

"My  Father !  it  is  Mr.  Jimmy,  my  own,  own  boy,"  and 
she  had  her  sinewy  arms  around  him,  and  he  embraced 
her  warmly  in  return,  and  we  heard  the  hearty  kiss 
where  we  had  stopped,  not  to  intrude  upon  them.  Evan 
geline  was  a  picture.  She  stood,  her  arms  dropped 
down,  as  though  she  had  no  part  or  lot  in  that  meeting 
and  just  looked,  and  never  moved  till  Milly  said :  "Law, 
honey,  I  forgot  there  was  anybody  else  on  earth  but  Mr. 
Jimmy,  and  I  forgot  that  he  was  a  grown-up  man.  It 
seemed  like  my  boy  again,  and  you  are  my  baby." 
Catching  the  child  up  in  her  arms,  she  turned,  asking 
us  to  come  in. 

"No,  not  to-day,"  said  Mr.  Lorends.  "Where  is  Mor- 
gan?" 

"Way  down  the  country  at  work,"  she  said. 

"Milly,  winter  's  coming  on  soon,  and  you  have  a 
cold  place  here,"  he  said.  "How  would  you  like  to  come 
down  to  the  house?  You  shall  have  your  old  room, 
and  you  will  surely  be  more  comfortable.  Mother  's 
coming  next  week,  and  she  Jd  like  to  have  you  wait  on 
her,  I  know." 

Her  eyes  got  bigger  and  bigger  as  he  went  on.  "The 
mercy  sakes,"  she  cried,  "do  you  mean  it,  Mr.  Jimmy  ? 
Is  it  sure  enough  ?  Why,  I  'm  clear  bewildered.  Come  ? 
Why  of  course  I  want  to  come.  I  never  wanted  to  be 
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any  place  else.  Morgan  will  be  glad  to  stay  down  yon 
der.  He  just  comes  up  to  stay  with  me  o'  nights,  and  I 
can  nurse  you  sure,  honey,"  she  said,  hugging  Evan- 
geline  to  hide  her  tears. 

She  is  to  come  down  to  the  house  as  soon  as  Mrs. 
Lorends  comes,  leaving  her  little  place  in  order  for  the 
winter.  We  left  her  saying,  "Laws  a  mercy!  I  never 
heard  the  likes.  As  sure  as  I  live,  Mr.  Jimmy  is  him 
self  again."  And  so  he  is,  mother  dearest,  all  morbid 
consciousness  of,  I  know  not  what,  seems  to  be  gone. 
He  is  natural,  not  moody  or  constrained.  Is  it  not  good 
news  ?  Ever,  darling  mamma, 

YOUR  OWN  LOUISE. 

P.  S. — Dearest,  I  send  you  the  old  records  of  which 
I  wrote  you  some  time  ago,  left  with  me  when  Mr. 
Lorends  went  abroad.  Since  his  return  he  opened  the 
package  and  gave  me  these  to  read.  What  a  sad  heart 
breaking  record ! 

I  pass  them  on  to  you,  for  I  want  your  judgment  as 
to  the  best  thing  to  do  with  them,  since  he  has  asked  for 
mine.  I  feel  they  should  not  be  lost  to  posterity.  These 
terrible  lessons  of  retribution  sometimes  waken  from 
lethargy  those  who  need  awakening. 

Please  return  them  when  read.  What  dreadful  things 
happen  in  this  dream  life !  May  all  that  we  love  rise  to 
the  spiritual  thought  where,  alone,  escape  from  the 
dream,  the  nightmare,  is  possible. 

The  letter  to  me,  you  will  understand,  was  written  in 
the  spring,  when  he  left  the  package  with  me. 
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LXXII. 

INDIANOLA,  March  10,  18 — . 

Miss  VARENA  :  I  have,  since  your  coining  here,  been 
reading  old  family  letters,  and  have  destroyed  all  of 
them  but  these.  My  heart  is  touched  and  deeply  grieved 
for  this  stricken  father  and  his  idol. 

The  fate  of  the  beautiful  girl  is  inexpressibly  sad. 
What  a  strange,  unnatural  life!  Her  heart-broken 
lamentations  prove  her  high-strung  nature,  sensitive, 
cut  to  the  quick  by  cruelty,  and  they  prove  her  capabili 
ties  had  she  been  justly,  wisely,  and  naturally  reared 
and  guided. 

I  would  not  give  these  old  confessions  to  you  to  read 
did  I  not  know  how  you  must  have  wondered  at  the 
strange  incongruities  at  Indianola,  and  you  will  be 
able  to  unravel  some  mysteries  through  them.  This  is 
my  first  sight  of  them.  Strange  as  it  may  seem  to  you, 
I  knew  nothing  of  all  this  till  recently. 

Waweeta  was  Evangeline's  great-grandmother.  There 
are  some  singular  traditions  of  her  and  of  her  son. 
After  many  vicissitudes,  he  died,  leaving  this  estate  to 
Mrs.  Duvey,  his  only  surviving  child,  who  came  here 
with  her  husband  and  took  possession  after  his  death. 

She  was  extremely  morbid  and  sensitive  about  her 
ancestry,  never  allowing  any  one  to  speak  to  her  of  it. 
Evangeline,  of  course,  knows  nothing  of  it,  and  it  is 
probable  her  elder  children  are  equally  ignorant. 

I  have  wondered  whether  it  would  not  be  best  to  con 
sign  this  package,  too,  to  the  flames,  when  you  have  read 
its  contents.  Yet  I  have  hesitated  in  coming  to  this  con- 
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elusion,  for  the  few  yellow  sheets  that  I  have  spared  are 
weighty,  and  I  would  like  to  have  your  judgment  as  to 
them. 

How  barren,  desolate,  unbearable  is  the  more  mortal 
dream  of  life  ending  in  hopeless  death!  Thank  God 
that  the  awakening  has  come  at  last.  You  have  brought 
hope  to  Indianola. 

With  growing  confidence  in  the  wisdom  Love  has  given 
you,  Your  friend, 

JAMES  LORENDS. 


LOUISA  V ARENA  215 


LXXIIL 

I,  Mortimer  Mordaunt,  leave  this  sad  story  for  whom 
it  may  concern. 

Through  the  death  of  my  three  brothers  I  came  into 
possession  of  Indianola.  Proud,  elated  at  my  great  for 
tune,  I  returned  to  the  West,  undecided  how  to  enjoy 
it,  and  perplexed  about  handing  it  down  to  my  children, 
which  I  was  anxious  to  do. 

I  was  fond  of  my  family — my  wife  a  chieftain's  beau 
tiful  daughter  and  only  child.  My  eldest  son  was  a 
splendid  fellow,  the  pride,  heir,  and  hope  of  his  grand- 
sire,  who,  as  I  was  much  away,  was  a  fond  foster  father 
to  them  all.  To  make  him  my  heir  was  impossible. 

The  next,  a  daughter,  the  grandsire's  pet  and  darling, 
her  mother's,  too.  It  was  vain  to  hope  for  their  consent 
to  part  with  her. 

The  third,  fair-haired,  with  eyes  like  the  blue  skies, 
showing  her  Saxon  blood,  my  lineage,  was  my  favorite 
child.  She  it  was  whom  I  would  fain  civilize,  educate, 
and  upon  her  bestow  my  rich  inheritance,  but  how  to 
compass  it?  She  was  "Waweeta,"  the  angel  of  the 
tribe,  so  different  from  any  other  that  they  almost  wor 
shiped  her.  At  twelve  her  wish  was  law  among  them, 
and  wilful  were  her  ways. 

Then  came  two  sturdy  little  brown-skins,  Indians 
every  inch  of  them.  The  days  ran  into  weeks.  Which 
should  I  take,  which  could  I  take  to  give  the  blessing  of 
civilization  to  and  make  possessor  of  my  Indianola  es 
tate  ?  or — might  it  not  be  a  sacrifice  ? 

Many  days  I  pondered  over  it,  many  nights  lay  sleep 
less.  Then  my  darling  one  fell  ill.  Paler  and  paler, 
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weaker  and  weaker  she  grew.  She  seemed  dooroeu. 
All  healing  arts  were  tried  in  vain.  Suddenly  a  thought 
came  to  me;  it  seemed  a  providence — perhaps  some 
skilled  medical  art  could  save  her.  If  so,  she  was  mine. 
Seeing  no  other  hope,  all  urged  haste  and  swift  de 
parture. 

Six  stalwart  braves  bore  her  like  a  queen,  gently 
couched,  to  the  nearest  conveyance,  and  I  thence  by  easy 
stages  on  to  M — .  There  she  rallied,  consciousness  re 
turned,  and  tender  care  and  potent  remedies  brought 
her  back  to  life — mine,  mine  to  do  with  as  I  would  ! 

In  another  city  I  found  a  home  for  her,  and  under 
constant  care  she  improved  rapidly  in  every  way.  As 
soon  as  she  became  attached  to  her  kind  friends,  happy 
in  her  new  life,  I  exacted  a  promise  never  to  disclose 
the  past,  telling  her  of  the  greatness  and  happiness 
awaiting  her  if  she  were  faithful  and  obedient  in  pre 
paring  for  it.  I  then  returned  to  the  tribe  to  report  her 
dead.  Great  was  the  lamentation,  but  I  steeled  my 
heart  and  bore  their  grief,  a  bitter  cup.  Oh,  woe,  woe, 
woe  worth  the  day ! 

To  make  a  long  story  short,  she  was  well  educated 
and  accomplished  as  far  as  possible.  She  spent  three 
years  in  the  city  of  B — ,  and  when  I  went  for  her,  at 
the  age  of  twenty,  after  many  visits  in  the  meantime,  I 
found  a  strikingly  handsome  girl,  proud,  self-willed, 
chafing  under  the  long  control,  and  longing  intensely 
for  the  freedom  and  sight  of  the  haunts  and  friends  of 
her  childhood.  I  took  her  here  and  there  to  the  wild 
woods  otherwheres,  but  there  was  no  place  like  home, 
and  her  heart  was  not  satisfied.  Oh,  foolish,  hateful 
pride  to  sacrifice  the  one  thing  in  all  the  world  that  I 
loved  best  to  it !  Why,  why  could  I  not  have  given  her 
this  pure  pleasure  ? 

She  bore  it.    Her  spirit  was  broken,  her  wilfulness — 


LOUISA  V  ARENA  217 

outbursts  of  temper — gave  place  to  moods  of  bitterness 
and  indefinable  longings.  I  took  her  to  the  eastern 
cities,  where  she  was  much  admired. 

But — another  fatal  weakness — I  discouraged  all  at 
tachments,  and  we  sailed  for  Europe.  She  was  tract 
able  and  interested  in  foreign  sights.  Our  English  kin 
were  proud  of  her,  and  I  felt  rewarded  for  all  the  sac 
rifices  of  truth  and  love  that  I  had  made  for  this. 

She  had  many  admirers  and  suitors.  One  of  honored 
name  and  lineage  I  urged  her  to  accept.  She  pleaded 
want  of  love,  but  yielded  to  my  wishes  and  "the  social 
law  that  in  high  life  one  must  sacrifice  one's  feelings  for 
high  position."  Oh,  cruel  fool  that  I  was ! 

She  married  and  I  left  her  to  return  to  Indianola  to 
open  its  long-closed  doors,  in  the  care  of  menials  all  the 
past  years,  to  put  it  in  perfect  repair  for  their  home 
coming,  which  was  delayed  for  many  months;  I  knew 
not  why. 

Alas,  for  human  hopes!  Let  the  curtain  fall.  Wa- 
weeta,  my  darling,  my  pride,  would  that  you  had  ever 
been  Waweeta,  nor  left  the  woodland  home,  nor  been  re 
named  Sylvia,  dear  name,  dear  girl.  She  came  back  to 
me  at  last,  dying.  He  had  been  a  brute,  used  her  purse 
and,  far  worse,  cowed  her  with  threats,  until,  like  a  wild 
bird  that  had  almost  dashed  itself  to  death  against  its 
prison  bars,  she  had  sold  her  jewels  and  with  her  maid 
and  tiny  babe  had  fled  to  the  port  and  sailed  for  home 
to  find  me,  never  having  dared  to  write  or  let  me  know, 
for  he  feared  my  vengeance  and  therefore  held  her  cap 
tive.  Upon  landing  she  wrote  to  Indianola  and  I  sped 
to  her. 

In  vain  I  tried  all  arts  to  win  her  back  to  life.  To 
every  plea  she  was  deaf  and  heedless.  Not  my  bitter 
tears,  nor  her  baby's  innocent  caresses  could  rouse  her 


218  LOUISA  VARENA 

hopelessness,  nor  the  promise  that  we  would  seek  the 
long  lost  wilds,  or  any  balm  she  chose. 

"Too  late !  too  late  I"  she  sadly  said.  "Too  late.  All 
that  is  no  more  to  me  now  than  all  this  grandeur  of 
Indianola.  They  say  there  is  a  fairer  land  in  the  great 
beyond,  where  the  Great  Spirit  is,  that  I  can  love  better 
than  the  God  that  dwells  in  temples.  I  have  tried  the 
world  of  man.  It  is  a  world  of  woe,  deceitful,  dark  its 
devious  ways.  Plead  no  more.  I  love  it  not.  I  cannot, 
will  not  stay." 

Lingering  many  weeks,  she  expired  in  my  arms.  I 
hated  Indianola  from  the  day,  hated  still  more  the  pride 
and  deception  that  had  led  me  all  my  life  to  play  a 
double  part,  knowing  all  too  keenly  now  what  they  suf 
fered  in  her  loss  the  by-gone  years;  but  the  sting  of 
self -accusing  conscience  was  the  bitterest  of  all. 

Oh,  what  a  failure  all  my  costly  hopes  and  plans  for 
her  had  been,  poor,  helpless,  selfish  hopes  and  ways  and 
means.  Now  in  the  light  of  all  this,  here  was  a  new 
problem — this  little  one.  What  should  I  do  with  him? 
My  heart  yearned  over  him  for  her  dear  sake,  but  it  was 
fixed  never  to  let  it  fasten  in  love  upon  that  which 
could  die,  could  perish  as  my  idol  had  perished  from  my 
sight. 

I  long  for  the  far  West,  and  for  oblivion  of  every 
thing  that  reminds  me  of  my  sin  and  sorrow.  But  will 
that  purge  the  heart  into  f orgetf ulness  ?  Nothing  but 
annihilation  can  erase  it;  may  it  come,  or  full  forgive 
ness  and  her  restoration  to  these  arms,  somehow,  some 
time,  somewhere  in  the  great  Forever.  Much  is  said  of 
a  life  beyond  this.  She  is  There,  or  gone  forever.  If 
she  lives,  let  me,  0  Lord,  come  to  that  place  where 
she  is. 

My  deception  forbids  my  taking  this  little  one  with 
me,  and  so  I  give  him  to  Indianola,  and  Indianola  to 
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him  with  all  its  revenues.  I  have  never  cared  for  lands 
or  money ;  this  is  now  all  a  dead  weight  to  me.  I  have 
secured  Mr.  Montaine  and  his  wife,  who  cared  so  faith 
fully  for  my  darling  those  first  years,  and  they  are  to 
live  here  and  care  for  all  things.  Would  that  I  had 
followed  their  counsel  for  my  Sylvia.  They  taught  my 
darling  lessons  that  would-  have  saved  her,  had  I  not 
forced  her  to  unlearn  them.  All  is  secure  as  human  care 
can  make  it. 

I  go,  never,  never  to  see  this  hated  place  again.  Built 
by  pride,  this  great  mansion  is  to  be  to  me  an  unholy 
and  useless  thing.  To  those  who  deserve  to  be  blessed, 
even  to  this  precious  innocent  one,  may  it  prove  a  bless 
ing,  and  to  those  who  may  come  after  him. 

Sylvia  Mordaunt,  my  Waweeta,  my  beautiful  one,  lies 
in  the  Mordaunt  Cemetery.  A  grave,  alas,  and  a  name 
upon  it,  is  all  I  have  been  able  to  give  to  her;  cruel 
years,  the  pathway  to  it,  with  all  the  Mordaunt  wealth 
at  my  command.  The  fruits  of  deception  are  heavy- 
heartedness,  unrest,  with  hopes  turned  to  ashes  and 
griefs  bitter  and  hard  to  bear. 

I  leave  this  record  of  sorrow  and  repentance  for  any 
Mordaunt  who  may  be  tempted  to  take  even  the  first 
step  in  departing  from  the  straight  line  of  honesty  and 
of  honor  in  thought,  word,  or  deed.  And  especially  for 
this  new  Mortimer  Mordaunt.  She  named  him  for  me, 
the  one  being  who  loved  her  most  dearly  and  whom  she 
loved  best,  despite  the  woes  his  sins  had  cost  her,  and  I 
will  not  annul  it. 

One  step — take  warning  whoever  you  are,  take  warn 
ing! — one  step  from  right  to  wrong  will  force  you  to 
another,  and  it  will  be  a  push  to  another  and  another, 
and  if  you  do  not  stop  the  wrong  and  turn  and  do  the 
right,  it  will  with  Niagara-like  rapidity  end  in  utter 
ruin. 
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Beware,  beware!  the  fatal  cataract  will  follow  the 
rapids  of  self-indulgence  in  wrong-doing,  and  dishonor, 
remorse,  and  despair  will  engulf  you  as  they  do  me 
now. 

Let  Truth  he  your  God.  True  to  God  and  to  thyself, 
thou  canst  not  then  be  false  to  any  man.  One  manly, 
upright,  honest  effort  at  many  a  crisis  might  have  saved 
me  all  this  hopeless  agony.  But — now  it  is  indeed  too 
late,  too  late,  for  she  is  gone,  gone,  gone. 

The  first  step  from  the  right  path  made  all  this  possi 
ble  and,  without  arrest,  inevitable.  The  tortuous 
and  torturing  path  of  evil  can  never  be  retraced;  no, 
not  with  tears  nor  bitterest  repentance,  for  barriers  are 
formed  by  it  that  block  the  way  of  return.  To  stop  the 
downward  course  is  the  only  hope — I  stop  it  now ! 

Enough.  Think  a  thought  of  charity,  whoever  reads 
this  record,  and  make  a  prayer  for  me.  My  suffering 
has  turned  my  thought  to  the  one  divine  Man  who  suf 
fered,  and  who  forgave  the  sin,  the  sinner.  Will  he 
forgive  even  me? 

Here  I  set  my  hand  and  seal.    And  so  amen. 

MORTIMER  MORDAUNT. 
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LXXIV. 

To  the  Dear  Ones  Far  Away. 
I  am  dying !     O  my  mother, 

Does  your  heart  not  hear  mine  call, 
In  the  tender,  tawny  twilight, 

Ere  the  night's  dark  shadows  fall? 
Do  you  hear  my  low,  sad  moaning, 

Far  away  from  all  I  love, 
For  the  distant  wild-wood  weeping. 

Where  the  tribes  unfettered  rove? 

I  am  dying !     O  my  grandsire, 

Tell  the  braves  who  whilom  bore 
From  the  shady  woodland  wooings 

To   behold  them  nevermore ; 
It  were  vain  to  bear  me  homeward, 

But  to  die  again  to  thee ; 
It  is  well  from  thee  't  is  hidden, — 

How  the  world,  has  wrecked  your  "Wee." 

I  am  dying !     O  my  sister. 

Do  you   hear  my  weary  cry, 
In  the  dreamy,  dew-damp  daydawn, 

Thinking  how  we  used  to  lie 
Close  together  in  the  gloaming, 

Cooing,  list'ning — sweet  the  song 
Of  the  birds  and  insects  choral ; 

It  was  long  ago — so  long! 

I  am  dying !     O  my  brothers, 

Oh,  how  quickly  you  would  fly 
From  the  forest  to  reclaim  me, 

If  you  knew  I  did  not  die ; 
And  would  bear  me  in  your  strong  arms 

From  this  death.     Sad,  broken-heart, 
How  futile  all  these  longings, 

You  and  death  can  never  part. 

WAWEETA.. 
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LXXV. 


To  My  Father. 

Weep  not,  father  mine,  for  ye  meant  it  well ; 

The  future  was  hid  by  the  hand  of  fate, 
Her  enchantments  false,  quickly  turned  to  pain. 

Her  guerdons  of  love  to  refinement  of  hate. 

The  vain  strife  of  men  for  the  earth's  bright  toys. 

Which  are  dust  when  clasped  to  the  stricken  heart. 
Are  naught  compared  e'en  with  Nature's  joys, 

Free  from  pride  of  wealth  and  its  garish  art. 

Her  confects  are  fruits,  her  flowers  are  gems, 
Her  embowering  vines  engarland  the  home ; 

The  sunshine  supreme  its  dark  shades  o'erwhelms, 
Or  the  glist'ring  stars  bedeck  its  dark  dome. 

These  rich,  ornate  walls  are  a  prison  to  me ; 

This  soft  couch  for  earth  I  fain  would  forego, 
From  these  silken  robes  impatient  to  flee — 

Come  death,  friendly  death,  the  last  hope  of  woe. 

Farewell,  baby  mine,  you  may  follow  me  soon  ; 

It  is  well  for  me,  and  for  thee  't  were  well 
From  the  earth  to  rise  to  the  promised  boon 

Of  the  life  beyond,  of  which  prophets  tell. 

SYLVIA  MORDAUNT. 


LXXVI. 

I,  Mortimer  Mordaunt  II.,  shall  add  my  record  to 
that  of  my  heart-broken  grandsire.  Was  there  a  fatality 
in  the  name,  or  in  the  fortune,  or  in  the  home  ? 

Since  my  tenth  year  my  dear  foster  parents  held  up 
before  me  the  awful  sin  and  suffering  of  my  grandsire, 
warning  me  to  speak  and  to  act  the  truth  even  in  the 
smallest  details  of  everything;  and  I  have  faithfully 
striven  to  do  it  and  to  require  the  same  from  my  own 
family.  Sternly,  uncompromisingly,  I  have  demanded 
the  righteousness  of  the  law,  the  moral  law,  but  it  has 
not  given  me  the  love  of  my  children  or  happiness. 

My  foster  parents  trained  me  to  the  strictest  religious 
observance.  My  heart,  self-centered  and  proud,  never 
seemed  to  yield  to  its  demands.  When  they  died  and 
left  me  to  my  own  free  will  it  broke  loose  from  all  re 
straints,  seeking  new  scenes  and  pleasures  in  self-indul 
gence. 

A  wife,  good,  pure,  saintly — God  bless  her — changed 
the  current  of  my  life  and  promised  much  for  Indiaa- 
ola,  much  for  me  and  our  six  children;  but  when  the 
cruel  reaper,  Death,  took  her,  and  quickly  following  her 
the  three  youngest,  dearest  of  my  family,  I  took  the 
other  three,  two  sons  and  a  daughter,  to  England,  fleeing 
as  it  were  from  an  adverse  fate. 

There  my  daughter  married  an  American  gentleman 
of  wealth  and  position,  who,  wishing  to  return  to  his 
home,  left  me  with  my  boys  and  a  very  hungry  heart, 
they  seeming  to  care  as  little  for  me  as  I  did  for  them. 
Still  grieving  for  my  wife,  restless,  dissatisfied,  I  left 
the  elder  son  to  finish  his  studies  at  Oxford,  and  with 
Mortimer  III.  returned  to  Indianola.  This  boy,  pitying 
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my  loneliness  perhaps,  or  touched  by  the  loving  spirit 
of  his  lost  mother,  was  tenderly  kind  to  me  on  this  home 
ward  trip,  and  always.  My  heart  seemed  warming  into 
life  again,  but  the  familiar  scenes  were  too  much  for 
me.  I  could  not  endure  the  loneliness,  the  graves ;  vain 
was  the  hope  of  living  there.  We  joined  my  daughter 
at  P — ,  where  I  remained,  Mortimer  going  to  college. 

Why  lengthen  out  a  tale  of  grief  ?  Ere  another  year 
had  passed  I  had  no  son — an  accident,  a  wrecked  yacht 
— why  mine?  I  hope  Mortimer  III.  will  find  the  good 
beyond  that  two  generations  have  failed  to  find  on  earth. 
I  have  striven  to  avoid  the  rock  that  wrecked  Mortimer 
I.  Was  my  wife  right  in  saying  that  not  truth  alone, 
but  truth  and  love,  pure  love,  could  make  me  truly 
happy  ? 

She  pointed  out  the  path  of  self-sacrifice  for  the  good 
of  others,  thus  to  find  my  own  best  good  and  happiness, 
but  I  was  too  blind  to  see  it.  Oh,  if  she  had  but  lived ! 

Dear,  precious  angel,  will  I  ever  find  thee?  I  know 
not;  but  this  I  will  do — I  will  seek  thy  Saviour.  I  wear 
the  story  of  his  great  love  and  sacrifice  next  my  heart, 
for  thou  didst  love  it,  sweet  angel.  It  bears  the  marks 
of  thy  dear  hand.  I  have,  as  the  world  counts  good, 
much  of  earthly  treasures,  but  this  outweighs  them  all, 
for  thou  didst  love  it  best;  it  says  who  seeks  shall  find. 
Strange,  but  it  soothes  my  troubled  heart  into  a  sudden 
calm,  as  when  she  touched  my  hand  and  calmed  my 
troubled  moods  in  by-gone  years.  I  've  read  his  words 
of  peace,  his  peace.  Can  this  be  it?  "My  peace  I  give 
unto  you ;  not  as  the  world  giveth,  give  I  unto  you.  Let 
not  your  heart  be  troubled,  neither  let  it  be  afraid." 

And  so  I  wait  the  summons,  living  at  Indianola  with 
my  daughter.  She  is  kind  to  me,  yet  I  would  fain  ex 
plore  the  great  unknown  and  find  the  loved  and  lost. 
Amen. 


LOUISA  VAKENA 


LXXVIL 

HOME,  October  10,  18 — . 

MY  PRECIOUS  LOUISE:  You  have  indeed  had  a  sur 
prise  in  the  unexpected  return  of  Mr.  Lorends.  I  trust 
all  may  continue  harmonious  and  that  he  may  realize 
his  brightest  hopes  for  Indianola. 

Aunty  Pardue  passed  away  last  night.  Blessed  saint, 
if  ever  one  lived  on  earth;  but,  Louise,  she  could  not 
think  or  talk  of  anything  but  her  sins,  praying  God  to 
be  merciful  to  her  a  sinner  to  the  very  last;  and  this 
prayer  was  constantly  emphasized  by  her  sister,  who 
came  to  visit  her.  They  have  both  always  been  in 
Christian  folds,  their  father  an  honored  preacher  for 
more  than  forty  years,  both  dear,  devoted,  loving,  sweet- 
spirited  Christian  women,  yet  neither  of  them  in  those 
last  sad,  suffering  days  had  any  comfort  for  the  other, 
beyond  hope  in  their  dear  Saviour's  promises ;  they  hoped 
they  would  through  "the  blood  of  Jesus"  get  within  the 
portals  of  heaven,  but  they  had  many  doubts  as  to  it. 

"I  shall  be  satisfied,"  said  Aunty  Mary,  "to  sit  down 
on  the  first  stump,  only  let  it  be  inside  the  gates." 

"Yes,  yes,"  said  Auntie,  "but  oh,  my  sins,  my  sins ! 
Will  I  get  even  there?" 

I  will  not  try  to  tell  you  the  dear,  comforting  texts  I 
gave  to  them  from  the  Bible,  especially  from  the  first 
epistle  of  the  beloved  disciple.  "It  is  all  full  of  know 
ing  the  great  Truth  of  our  salvation,"  I  said.  "St. 
John  says  he  has  written  that  we  may  know  that  we 
have  eternal  life  now,  here  on  earth,  where  our  blessed 
Saviour  died,  to  human  sense,  and  lived  again  to  prove 
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to  us  the  unreality  of  death,  and  in  all  his  words  and 
works  showing  us  that  we  stand  in  the  same  relation  to 
our  Heavenly  Father  that  he  did.  Did  he  not  tell  us  to 
say,  'Our  Father'  ?" 

Then  I  read  the  fourteenth  and  seventeenth  chapters 
of  the  glorious  gospel  of  Love.  They  seemed  com 
forted,  forgetting  the  old  refrain  in  the  true  Light;  but 
when  they  looked  again  at  what  the  mortal  sense  will 
ever  say,  it  was  the  old  "I  hope  so"  instead  of  the  full 
assurance  of  faith,  shaking  her  head  at  every  assurance 
from  me,  until  at  last  I  said,  "Aunt  Mary,  you  know 
that  Christ  liveth  in  you." 

"No,  no ;  I  could  not  be  such  a  sinner  if  he  did." 

I  was  dumb  at  this.  After  to  me  a  very  full-hearted 
silence,  she  said:  "Katheryn,  you  are  different  from 
everybody  else.  I  wish  I  could  feel  as  you  do,  but  I 
never  shall.  I  know  that  I  'm  a  sinner,  but  I  hope  in 
God's  mercy.  Dr.  Hutcheson  says  that  it  is  natural  to 
have  these  doubts  and  fears,  that  the  best,  most  saintly 
Christians  have  them  to  the  very  last." 

Natural,  I  grant  it,  but  what  of  grace  ?  Is  that  Chris 
tian  knowledge  or  faith,  or  having  boldness  to  enter 
into  the  holiest  through  the  new  and  living  way,  with 
full  assurance  of  faith,  the  heart  sprinkled  from  an  evil 
conscience,  because  He  is  faithful? 

Oh,  Louise,  what  can  one  say  to  such  an  illustration 
of  the  old  false  interpretations  of  the  Scriptures  ?  These 
dear  saints  of  God,  both  faithful  members  of  the  church 
for  fifty  years  and  more,  and  so  blinded  by  the  thought 
of  sin  as  to  shut  out  the  whole  light  of  the  gospel  of  life 
and  of  love,  still  ignorant  of  their  God,  their  Saviour, 
and  of  themselves  as  children  of  God,  ignorant  of  Truth, 
Christ,  and  the  glorious  salvation  He  has  wrought  out 
for  us. 

They  thought  me  awfully  presumptuous  for  praising 
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and  thanking  our  Heavenly  Father  that  we  are  all  His 
children,  notwithstanding  the  beloved  John  declares  it. 
The  Word  of  God  seemed  to  have  no  weight  in  proving 
it  as  of  any  present  benefit,  but  something  to  be  hoped 
for  in  the  far  future  after  death. 

These  beautiful  verses  helping  me  to  realize  a  present 
salvation,  Aunty  found  comforting  in  her  own  way,  and 
I  am  thankful  for  it.  She  had  me  say  them  over  and 
over  to  her  in  the  last  sad  hours : 

"Let  me  go,  let  me  go !     For  the  purple  dawning 

Is  mantling  the  dull,  dark  tomb  of  time, 
And  there  shineth  the  rays  of  a  blissful  morning, 
That  blushes  and  glows  in  a  deathless  clime. 

"I  am  done  with  sin ;  I  am  done  with  sorrow ; 

I  fly  to  the  spotless  realm  of  Light, 
Where  the  day  that  is  dawning  shall  know  no  morrow, 
And  the  sun  that  is  rising  shall  know  no  night." 

Beautiful  hope!  May  it  be  realized.  But,  Louise, 
I  cannot  get  away  from  the  multiplying  thoughts  that 
come  unbidden  at  the  awful  error  of  not  overcoming  the 
thought,  the  belief  of  sin,  here,  now.  Why,  I  see  it  as 
I  never  did  before;  it  is  that  that  makes  the  suffering; 
and  it  makes  it  to  the  very  last  breath,  as  so  sadly  mani 
fested  in  this  case,  for  this  awful  mortal  law  is  that 
death  alone  can  end  the  sin  and  suffering.  And  to  think 
that  it  is  only  Christ,  Truth,  that  does  this,  and  that 
he  can  and  does  do  it  right  here,  for  did  he  not  say,  I 
am  the  Way,  the  Door  ? 

There  can  be — there  is  no  other  way  to-day,  to-mor 
row,  or  ever  throughout  the  eternal  ages,  of  escape  from 
sin  and  suffering  except  through  Christ  Jesus — man  re 
vealed  as  God's  pure  and  perfect  idea,  as  incapable  of 
sin  and  suffering  as  the  Father,  "perfect  as  the  Father  is 
perfect" ! 
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Think  then  of  that  awful  perversion  of  Truth — the 
belief  that  death  delivers  from  sin  and  its  fearful  conse 
quences!  No  wonder  despairing  humanity  blindly 
plunges  into  it.  The  agonizing  thoughts  of  self-destruc 
tion,  impossible  as  it  is,  are  born  of  ignorance — igno 
rance  of  God  and  of  man — born  of  the  belief  that  the 
death  of  the  body  will  end  the  dream  of  mortal  misery 
in  annihilation  or  usher  into  heavenly  rest  if  not  into 
glory. 

What  a  surprise  and  sad  awakening  from  such  false 
beliefs  and  groundless  hopes — satanic  temptations  and 
diabolical  delusions,  bitterly  unjust  to  "self"  and  so 
cruelly  selfish  to  others.  The  consciousness — the  I  am — 
is  the  only  real  self,  and  death  touches  it  not,  nor  does 
it  end  the  dream  of  the  false  sense  of  self  which  must 
dream  on  until  Christ — Truth  as  to  man's  real  self  or 
being — wakens  it  from  its  mesmeric  sleep  to  the  true 
knowledge  of  Life  and  its  sweet  harmonies. 

This  awakening  must  come !  The  true  knowledge  of 
Christ  as  an  ever-present  Saviour — the  true  self  of 
every  one — is  the  one  perfect  antidote  for  all  errors  of 
the  false  sense  of  man  and  of  life,  the  cure  of  all  men 
tal  and  bodily  ills.  I  see — I  hear  him  as  with  me  now ! 

How  simple,  how  sweet  his  own  words,  "Come  unto 
me  and  be  ye  saved" !  Turn  from  the  dream  -of  mor 
tality  and  behold  your  true  self,  as  the  image  of  God 
revealed  to  man.  In  Christ  Jesus  behold  the  man ! 
You  are  now,  even  though  you  know  it  not,  in  perfect 
scientific  unity  with  your  Lord  and  Master,  believe  it 
for  you  are,  if  it  were  not  already  true,  if  it  were  not 
Truth  it  were  vain  to  believe  it.  My  Lord  and  my  God  ! 

Louise  dearest,  has  this  awakening  indeed  come  to 
me?  The  thoughts  that  press  for  utterance  are  legion 
but  unutterable.  Ever  your  devoted 

MOTHER. 
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LXXVIIL 

NEW  MEXICO,  September  20,  18 — . 

MY  DEAR  Miss  LOUISE  :  I  need  not  tell  you  that,  al 
though  I  have  not  written,  you  have  never  been  out  of 
my  thoughts  for  a  single  day.  I  have  had  a- rare  and 
most  precious  opportunity  to  think.  Lawrence  has  been 
a  model  companion,  never  in  the  way  and  never  out  of 
the  way.  He  has  his  own  thoughts  and  leaves  me  to 
mine,  whenever  I  want  to  be  alone. 

I  have  a  confession  to  make — not  of  love,  for  I  made 
that  long  ago,  with  too  little  encouragement  to  repeat 
it;  nay,  with  discouragement,  and  1  have  promised  you 
and  myself  not  to  harass  you  with  importunities.  Even 
if  you  can  never  respond  to  my  affection,  I  shall  still 
regard  you  with  admiration,  and  realize  more  fully  in 
the  future  than  in  the  past  that  hearts  are  and  must  be 
free.  Nothing  but  your  full-hearted  reciprocal  love 
could  satisfy  me,  and  if  it  is  not  to  be  mine — well,  I 
cannot  write  it.  "As  thy  days  are,  so  shall  thy  strength 
be."  It  is  the  meed  of  youth  to  hope,  and  I  shall  still 
hope  on,  without  implicating  you  in  the  smallest  degree, 
for  you  have  been  honest  with  me ;  yet,  that  only  makes 
me  love  you  all  the  more,  and  makes  me  all  the  more 
desirous  of  winning  your  true  heart,  which  represents 
to  me  every  attribute  of  pure  and  noble  womanhood. 

Forgive  me  for  saying  this,  and  let  me  ask  you  to  for 
get  it,  for  my  confession  that  is  to  be  has  no  possible 
connection  with  any  personal  thought  of  you. 

You  have  not,  of  course,  forgotten  your  statements  to 
me  as  to  the  confession  of  sin  by  professing  Christians 
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or  members  of  the  Church.  Though  I  felt  exactly  as  I 
wrote  you  about  it,  the  thought  would  not  let  me  alone. 
I  ignored  it;  I  repeated  over  and  over  to  myself  the 
statements, — I  cannot  call  them  arguments, — the 
dogmatic  statements  I  made  to  you.  At  night,  and  in 
our  long,  silent  rides  through  the  prairie,  desert,  or 
through  or  over  the  mountains,  the  thought  of  sin  kept 
pressing  itself  on  my  mind,  often  to  my  great  annoy 
ance. 

My  old  horror  of  "Perfectionists,"  of  "Antinomian- 
ism,"  "Quietism,"  "Mysticism,"  and  all  sorts  of  heresies 
loomed  up  before  me  and  I  hugged  the  thought  of  sin 
as  a  precious  thing  to  be  held  on  to  against  all  odds,  and 
to  be  defended  with  all  possible  zeal  against  all  comers. 
By  and  by  as  I  got  out  into  the  freedom  of  the  vast 
wilds  of  the  West,  my  thoughts  seemed  to  settle  down 
into  inanity,  and  in  a  listless  sort  of  mood  I  rode  on 
for  several  days  and  nights,  and  finally  concluded  to 
take  my  little  pocket  Testament  and  read  it  through  to 
see  if  it  would  bring  light  out  of  darkness,  for  it  is  said, 
"The  entrance  of  thy  Word  giveth  light,"  and  "Ye  shall 
know  the  Truth  and  the  Truth  shall  make  you  free." 

It  is  impossible  to  give  you,  my  dear  friend,  even  a 
brief  analysis  of  the  evolution  of  new  thought  that,  as 
a  veritable  illumination,  came  to  me.  I  do  not  under 
stand  it  myself.  As  I  read  and  reread  the  fourfold  gos 
pel  story  the  deep  significance  of  it  all  constantly  grew 
upon  me.  The  words  and  works  of  Jesus  took  on  new 
meaning.  The  awful  tragedy  of  Calvary  and  the  glori 
ous  fact  of  resurrection  and  ascension  proclaimed  the 
pure  sacrifice  accepted,  Love  satisfied  with  the  finished 
work. 

Wondrously  the  promised  baptism  of  the  Holy  Ghost 
followed,  upon  all  flesh  poured  out,  as  the  transformed 
apostles  fully  proved;  emphasized  in  the  mighty  change 
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in  Peter,  his  boldness  and  spiritual  power  contrasting 
strikingly  with  his  former  weakness  and  cowardice, 
proved  a  spiritual  baptism  and  veritable  new  birth. 

The  succeeding  arguments  and  conclusions  of  the 
epistles  bring  out  the  great  salvation  with  constantly 
advancing  clearness.  Beginning  with  the  awful  sin  of 
the  world — not  one  righteous,  no,  not  one — in  Komans, 
the  apostle  teaches  the  great  dogma  of  Luther,  "justifi 
cation  by  faith,"  all  dead,  buried,  and  commanded  to 
"reckon  yourselves  dead  indeed  unto  sin,  but  alive  unto 
God,  through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord" — these  same  Ro 
mans,  mark  you.  The  death  of  the  old  seeming  life, 
sinful,  mortal,  and  the  manifestation  of  the  new  life, 
the  unfolding  of  the  Christ  life  and  the  law  of  the 
Spirit  of  life  making  free  from  the  law  of  sin  and  of 
death.  Practical  holy  living  proving  the  reality  of  the 
transformation . 

In  Corinthians  the  Church  as  the  Body  of  Christ  is 
presented,  and  individually  as  well  as  collectively  Chris 
tian  doctrine  and  practice  is  inculcated.  "As  in  Adam 
all  die,  so  in  Christ  shall  all  be  made  alive."  "Thanks 
be  to  God  which  giveth  us  the  victory"  in  Him. 

Then  came  the  contrast  between  the  bond  woman  and 
the  free,  in  Galatians.  In  each  epistle  the  spiritual 
gathered  power  and  clearness,  until  it  culminated  in  the 
Ephesians — God's  view  of  the  Church  as  wholly  heav 
enly;  and  because  of  this  perfection  demanding  practi 
cal,  holy,  right  living  as  the  natural  and  logical  result 
of  the  true  view  of  the  Church  as  the  Body  and  Bride  of 
Christ.  Thence  follows  Philippians,  "that  I  may  know 
the  power  of  his  resurrection" ;  in  Colossians,  "dead  and 
risen";  in  Thessalonians,  "his  second  coming,"  "the 
ransom  for  all,"  "who  hath  saved  us."  Oh,  I  cannot 
express  it  briefly  enough  or  fully  enough  to  make  it 
possible  for  you  to  see  the  evolution  of  thought ! 
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In  Hebrews,  Christ  is  the  mediator  of  the  New  Cove 
nant.  Written  in  the  minds  and  hearts  of  men  is  the 
law  of  God,  leading  them  to  think  and  feel  in  accord 
ance  with  it.  Oh,  how  strange  with  all  my  studying  I 
never  saw  it  before !  "Now  once  in  the  end  of  the  world 
hath  he  appeared  to  put  away  sin  by  the  sacrifice  of  him 
self,  .  .  .  and  unto  them  that  look  for  him  shall  he 
appear  the  second  time  without  sin  unto  salvation." 
Sanctified,  perfected  forever — "boldness  to  enter  into 
the  holiest  ...  by  a  new  and  living  way,  which  he 
hath  consecrated  for  us,  through  the  veil,  that  is  to  say, 
his  flesh,  let  us  draw  near  with  a  true  heart  in  full  as 
surance  of  faith,  .  .  .  for  he  is  faithful." 

Dear  friend,  I  could  write  a  volume  on  this  and  have 
not  yet  summed  all  up  as  I  should,  with  the  epistles  of 
the  three  apostles  who  were  nearest  and  dearest  to  our 
Lord  and  Master.  James,  Peter,  and  the  beloved  John, 
who  alone  saw  his  transfiguration,  best  knew  their  Lord, 
and  what  a  treasure  of  knowing  and  of  Love  are  the 
epistles  of  John.  "Beloved,  now  are  we  the  sons  of 
God,  ...  we  shall  be  like  him,"  "because  as  he  is,  so 
are  we  in  this  world."  It  is  all  glorious  beyond  words. 

We  have  been  looking  at  the  Church,  "the  blessed 
company  of  faithful  people"  as  seen  by  human  sense, 
sinful,  anything  but  that  which  God  declares  her  to  be 
in  Ephesians,  as  the  Bride  of  Christ.  The  whole  tenor 
of  the  Word  proves  that  the  apostle  refers  to  the  visible 
Church ;  all  is  in  the  present  tense. 

We  ought,  as  you  urged,  to  begin  at  least  to  look  at 
the  Church  from  the  divine  standpoint,  and  the  con 
fession  of  sin  keeps  us  looking  at  it  from  the  very  low 
est  human  point  of  view,  As  this  truth  has  evolved  in 
my  mind,  I  see  more  and  more  clearly  the  position  and 
privileges  of  the  children  of  God. 

If  I  were  not  just  now  intent  on  reaching  San  Fran- 
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cisco,  I  should  be  tempted  to  hasten  back  to  preach  this 
salvation  from  sin  as  declared  in  the  Benedictus,  hap 
pily  now  all  used.  It  is  impossible  to  express  the  spir 
itual  blessing  I  have  had.  Good  indeed  is  it  to  be  alone 
with  God  and  his  Word,  yielded  to  the  Spirit,  separated 
afar  from  all  fear  of  man  and  human  opinions,  if  one 
cannot  be  free  from  them  through  the  power  of  the 
Spirit,  in  their  midst. 

I  would  not  lose  what  I  have  gained  on  this  trip  for 
the  world  and  all  the  kingdoms  thereof,  and  I  am  glad 
there  are  stretches  of  plain  and  desert  yet  to  traverse  to 
the  Pacific  Coast,  that  my  new-born  thoughts  in  their 
freshness  and  fulness  may  have  time  to  mature.  May  I 
from  the  Scriptures  be  able  to  give  a  reason  for  my  faith 
and  help  others  to  see  the  Life  that  is  the  light  of  men, 
the  true  Light  that  lights  every  one.  I  have  only  had 
glimpses  as  yet,  and  it  has  at  times  racked  my  soul  and 
body  almost  unto  death  to  yield  to  the  new  sense  of  life. 

Though  still  far  from  the  great  ocean,  where  the  il 
limitable  expanse  of  air  and  water  bathes  the  mighty 
mountains,  and  all  nature  is  majestically  grand,  my 
thought  expands  to  meet  the  world's  advanced  and  ad 
vancing  thought  which  culminates  there.  Approaching 
the  great  Pacific  Ocean,  one  must  breathe  and  think 
more,  freely.  Thank  God  I  am  getting  free  from  much 
bigotry  and  prejudice,  asking  only  for  light,  let  it  come 
through  whom  or  whence  it  will.  It  all  inheres  in  the 
knowledge  of  God — of  Christ  Jesus,  manifesting  the 
unity  of  God  and  man. 

If  the  Truth  is  living,  animating,  governing,  all  God's 
children  as  a  present  reality,  if  we  are  very  members  in 
corporated  in  the  mystical  body  of  his  Son,  I  can  now 
say  with  you  that  it  seems  almost  sacrilege  to  talk  about 
sin,  and  to  confess  ourselves  "miserable  sinners."  Jesus 
said,  "Be  ye  perfect  even  as  your  Father  in  heaven  is» 
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perfect" ;  and  taught  us  to  say,  "Our  Father" ;  his  were 
life,  health-giving  words,  but  it  has  taken  us  centuries, 
millenniums,  to  grow  up  to  even  a  faint  realization  of 
their  true  meaning.  "Members  of  Christ,"  we  are 
"dead,"  as  to  the  old  nature,  and  with  no  possible  life 
but  the  one  Life,  the  life  of  Christ,  who  is  life  indeed. 
May  we  all  grow  in  grace  and  in  the  knowledge  and  love 
of  God  and  His  dear  Son. 

Though  I  fought  against  it  and  was  horrified,  you, 
my  dear  young  friend,  sowed  a  seed  of  living  truth.  A 
living  seed  will  grow  if  it  has  a  ghost  of  a  chance;  it 
has  burst  the  husk  that  would  willingly  have  held  it 
from  fruition,  has  budded,  and  now  I  see  that  it  is  the 
Light  that  is  Life.  May  it  bring  forth  a  thousandfold 
in  blessing  to  others.  How,  I  care  not  to  question;  I 
have  set  aside,  as  far  as  possible,  all  human  desires. 
This  implanted  Word  will  perfect  itself,  and  I  am  will 
ing  to  follow  where  He  leads. 

It  has  cost  me  a  severe  struggle,  nearly  three  mouths 
of  intense  mental  warfare.  A  strong  nature  like  mine 
suffers  desperately  in  these  throes  of  spiritual  regenera 
tion,  but  the  first  conflict  is  often  theTiardest;  that  is 
over  now  as  far  as  Truth  has  led  me.  I  am  born  again, 
consciously  one  with  the  Father,  and  I  never  knew  as  I 
do  now  what  "Our  Father"  means.  The  practice  may 
cost  me  heavily,  but  I  fear  not  the  coming  trials.  "If 
God  be  for  us,  who  can  be  against  us?"  "I  am  free 
born." 

Have  you  seen  this  ?    To  it  I  say,  Amen. 

"Have  you  counted  the  cost, 
Have  you  counted  the  cost, 
Ye  warriors  of  the  Cross? 
Are  ye  fixed  in  heart  for  your  Master's  sake 

To  suffer  all  earthly  loss? 
Can  you  bear  the  scoffs  of  the  worldly  wise 
As  you  pass  by  pleasure's  bowers 
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To  watch  with  our  Lord  on  the  mountain-top, 
Through  the  dreary  midnight  hours? 

"Ye  may  drink  of  His  cup, 
Ye  may  drink  of  his  cup, 
And  in  his  baptism  share ; 
Ye  shall  not  fail  if  ye  tread  his  step, 

His  blood-stained  cross  to  bear. 
But  count  ye  the  cost ;  oh,  count  ye  the  cost, 

That  ye  be  not  unprepared, 
And  know  ye  the  strength  that  alone  can  stand 
In  the  conflict  you  have  dared. 

"In  the  power  of  His  might, 

In  the  power  of  his  might,  * 

Who  was  made  through  weakness  strong, 

Ye  shall  overcome  in  the  fearful  fight,  • 
And  sing  his  victory  song. 
By  the  blood  of  the  lamb,  by  the  blood  of  the  lamb, 

By  the  faithful  witness  word, 
Not  loving  your  lives  unto  death  for  him 
Ye  shall  triumph  with  your  Lord. 

"Oh,  the  banner  of  Love, 
Oh,  the  banner  of  Love, 
It  will  cost  you  a  pang  to  hold, 
But  't  will  float  in  triumph  the  field  above, 
Though  your  heart's  blood  stain  its  fold. 
Ye  may  count  the  cost,  ye  may  count  the  cost, 

Of  all  the  Egyptian  treasure, 
But  the  riches  of  Christ  ye  cannot  count. 
His  Love  ye  cannot  measure." 

Yours  in  the  love  of  Christ, 

EGBERT  A.  NANTZ. 
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LXXIX. 

INDIANOLA,  October  1, 18 — . 

DEAREST:  I  have  read  with  deep  interest  your  story 
of  the  dear  old  aunties,  who  have  been  so  good  to  us  all 
ever  since  I  can  remember.  It  is  too  hard  that  they 
had  not  the  comfort  of  knowing  their  joyful  inheritance 
among  the  "saints  in  light."  They  will  surely  have  to 
get  rid  of  the  thought  of  the  reality  of  sin  before  they 
find  their  heaven,  even  "over  There." 

Your  deep  experiences  have  prepared  you  for  all  the 
trials  you  have  had  to  suffer  and  the  nearness  to  the 
Master  they  bring  is  always  a  rich  reward.  It  must 
have  been  a  trying  ordeal  for  you  to  sit  under  Doctor 
White's  fusillade,  but  how  harmless  his  random  firing ! 
No  truth,  no  power. 

Everything  moves  on  harmoniously  with  us.  Mrs. 
Lorends  is  here,  Milly  nicely  domiciled,  and  both  as 
happy  as  can  be,  to  be  together  under  this  roof  with  the 
beloved  son  and  much-loved  master. 

Marianna,  an  unmarried  daughter,  is  also  here  with 
little  Charlotte.  She  is  Angel's  age,  and  it  is  charming 
to  see  them  together.  This  is  the  little  one  I  plead  for 
in  the  spring.  Her  mother,  Mr.  Lorends'  sister  Char 
lotte,  came  down  and  spent  the  day,  with  her  three  love 
ly  children,  and  left  two  of  them  with  us.  Laura,  the 
elder,  devotes  herself  to  her  grandmamma.  Marianna 
has  the  younger  with  her. 

Mr.  Lorends  does  seem  too  happy  for  expression,  and 
you  can  imagine  what  it  must  be  to  them  all,  better  than 
I  can  tell  you,  to  have  this  reunion.  It  is  amusing  to 
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see  our  little  girl  adapt  herself  to  the  new  state  of  af 
fairs. 

Carol  is  enjoying  the  change,  too;  she  could  not  well 
help  it.  They  have  all  been  dear  and  cordial  as  could 
be  to  both  of  us.  Is  it  not  something  to  be  very,  very 
thankful  for? 

You  have  ere  this  the  very  interesting  letter  from  Mr. 
ISTantz,  an  added  proof  that  all  things  work  together  for 
good  to  them  that  love  it.  The  terrible  mistake  you 
thought  I  made  in  writing  to  him  has  turned  to  blessing 
under  the  guidance  of  wisdom.  He  has  doubtless  had  a 
fierce  conflict,  but  is  it  not  something  to  glory  in  when 
one  wins  such  a  victory  ? 

Marvelous  are  the  transformations  that  follow  if  v:e 
are  but  wholly  willing,  earnestly  desirous  to  grow  in  the 
knowledge  and  love  of  God. 

The  change  in  our  life  here  is  so  very  great  that  I  do 
not  seem  to  have  the  time  or  thought  to  write  you  as  in 
the  months  past.  I  feel  as  though  just  waking  from  a 
dream  to  find  it  come  true ;  our  prayer  for  reconciliation 
realized  more  fully  than  even  I  had  hoped  for  in  such 
a  short  time. 

Think  of  our  houseful  of  loving  kin,  all  overflowing 
with  gratitude  for  the  change !  This  has  been  a  year  of 
new  and  strange  experiences  to  us,  mother  dear;  they 
are  surely  in  the  line  of  progress. 

What  cannot  divine  Love  do?  This  is  more  than 
"furnishing  a  table  in  the  wilderness,"  this  transforma 
tion  from  hate  to  love,  from  human  error  to  divine  good. 
But,  my  note  will  run  into  moralizing;  the  thoughts 
come  trooping  up  too  fast  for  utterance.  Good-night, 
Dearest.  Ever  your  own, 

LOUISE. 

P.  S. — I  send  you  a  fine  letter  from  Lawrence. 
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LXXX. 

TUCSON,  ARIZONA,  September  20,  18 — . 

DEAREST  SISTER  :  You  may  never  have  heard  of  this 
out-of-the-way  Mexican  town  since  you  studied  your 
geography,  and  in  glancing  over  the  map  of  our  coun 
try  you  would  scarcely  imagine  that  among  the  rugged 
ridges  of  this  mountain  land  so  populous  and  important 
a  place  as  Tucson  (pronounced  Toosone),  or  so  amply 
stocked  and  prettily  tilled  a  valley  as  that  of  the  Rio 
Santa  Cruz  would  meet  the  traveler's  eye.  I  will  take 
up  the  journey  from  Fort  F —  and  connect  this  with  my 
last  letter,  written  the  evening  before  we  started.  We 
remained  at  that  place  over  night  and  on  the  following 
day  set  out,  bidding  our  kind  and  highly-esteemed 
friends  farewell,  promising,  as  usual,  to  let  them  know 
when  we  should  have  made  a  safe  journey  across  the 
mountains  and  desert  through  California  to  San  Fran 
cisco,  doing  all,  in  short,  that  a  satisfactory  start  re 
quired,  and  then  our  luggage  was  placed  in  the  wagons. 
We  overtook  the  advance  of  our  party  just  crossing  the 
swollen  Rio  Grande. 

We  rode  ahead  to  Messilla,  three  miles  from  the  river, 
to  see  other  friends  and  be  in  readiness  to  start  out  with 
the  party  as  it  came  through  to  wherever  they  should 
make  their  camp  for  the  night.  Fortunately  we  were 
joined  here  by  a  gray-headed  miner,  who  has  added 
greatly  to  my  pleasure,  and,  I  think,  to  Mr.  Nantz's,  too. 
He  looked,  I  thought,  rather  impertinently  at  me,  in  a 
way  I  did  not  like  when  he  first  saw  me,  and  as  every 
body  out  here  seems  to  be  a  little  suspicious  of  every- 
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body  else,  I  felt  uncomfortable  and  rode  on  ahead  of 
him.  He  again  came  up  with  me,  and  said  in  a  friendly 
tone,  "My  boy,  are  you  any  relation  to  Lawrence 
Varena  ?" 

"That  is  my  name,"  I  said. 

He  looked  a  little  bewildered,  and  added:  "If  I  be 
lieved  in  ghosts  I  'd  think  you  one.  I  knew  a  man 
thirty  years  and  more  ago  whom  you  look  almost  ex 
actly  like.  He  went  through  this  country,  and  I  can 
never  forget  his  face,  for  he  was  an  angel  of  mercy  to 
me.  This  was  a  wild  Apache  country  then,  trains 
marched  hourly  under  the  eyes  of  the  savages."  He 
showed  in  Messilla  where  a  great  fight  had  taken  place 
at  the  time  our  father  passed  through  here,  where  men 
were  killed  every  day.  Americans  all  went  armed  to  the 
teeth,  watching  each  other,  justice  having  been  so  un 
fairly  administered  to  the  Mexicans,  who  far  outnum 
bered  the  Americans,  that  they  were  always  threatening, 
with  scowls  of  hatred,  to  rise  and  revenge  their  wrongs. 

"A  simultaneous  rise  was  then  greatly  feared,  and  in 
one  of  the  frequent  broils  I  was  wounded.  Lawrence 
Varena  came  to  see  and  talk  to  me,  and  to  prepare  me 
for  death,  which  was  imminent.  He  stood  over  me  and 
spoke  words  of  life  and  peace  and  love,  such  as  I  had 
never  heard  since  I  wept  beside  my  blessed  mother's  dy 
ing  bed  in  boyhood  and  was  thrown  upon  the  world  to 
fight  its  battles  alone.  He  seemed  to  me  an  angel  from 
heaven  in  this  awful  country  of  Mexicans  and  Indians, 
and  desperadoes  from  every  land  on  earth.  We  wept 
tears  together  as  he  held  my  hard,  hot  hand  in  his,  and 
prayed  and  read  and  sang  me  back  to  life.  The  lamp 
he  lit  that  day  in  my  soul,  not  by  his  words,  but  by  a 
nameless  something,  a  true,  genuine  breath  of  love  and 
brotherhood  that  seemed  to  warm  my  whole  being  into 
life  and  love,  has  kept  it  warm  ever  since.  I  have  never 
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been  in  a  fight  from  that  time  to  this,  but  have  tried  to 
live  the  peace  he  told  me  of,  and  to  love  even  the  worst 
I  meet  as  he  loved  me  that  day." 

I  was  so  interested  in  what  he  was  saying  that  I 
never  spoke  until  he  stopped,  and  then  I  said :  "It  must 
have  been  my  father.  He  made  this  trip  before  he  was 
married." 

"Call  me  Frank;  your  father  did,"  he  said,  as  he 
nearly  pulled  me  off  my  pony  in  his  whole-souled  hand 
shake.  He  is  still  with  us. 

"Here,"  said  Frank,  "your  father  encamped  for  the 
night  when  he  went  through,  and  then  bade  farewell  to 
the  abodes  of  civilization  until  three  hundred  miles  of 
dangerous  Indian  ranges  were  crossed.  How  wonder 
fully  these  vast  wilds  have  grown  in  population  and 
safety !" 

The  mail  from  Santa  Fe  reached  the  Fort,  fortunate 
ly,  on  the  morning  before  we  started  and  brought  a  let 
ter  from  your  dear  self,  Louise.  Late  as  it  was  in 
reaching  me,  it  came  as  a  beautiful  send-off  on  our 
long  trip.  Its  cheerful  and  assuring  tone,  the  good  news 
from  all  I  love,  and  its  charming  prospectus  of  our  do 
mestic  felicity  that  is  to  be  at  Christmas,  with  all  our 
new  experiences  to  enhance  our  pleasure,  could  not  fail 
to  rejoice  my  heart,  and  I  am  sure  Mr.  Nantz  will  ar 
range  to  have  me  there,  even  if  he  does  not  go  himself. 
I  seem  to  be  bound  to  that  blessed  old  home  by  an  elastic 
cord  that  never  snaps,  but  draws  tighter  and  tighter  as 
I  lengthen  the  distance  between  us. 

I  will  write  to  dear  mother  from  our  next  convenient 
stopping-place;  it  may  be  some  time  before  that.  Give 
them  all  dearest  love. 

I  would  like,  dear  sister,  to  give  you  a  particular  de 
scription  of  our  party,  our  life,  the  wild  and  picturesque 
scenes  through  which  we  have  toiled  our  way,  but  time 
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fails.  I  keep  a  rough  journal  of  it,  as  you  wished,  which 
you  shall  have  some  day.  My  glossy  pony  has  stood  the 
trip  admirably,  and  was  wilder  this  morning  and  fuller 
muscled  as  I  rode  in  from  our  camp  to  town  than  when 
I  started.  Our  first  march  was  twenty  hours'  long.  We 
rode  all  night  and  until  nearly  noon  to  make  Cooks 
Spring,  and  to  water  our  weary  animals. 

"When  your  father  made  the  trip,"  Frank  said,  "we 
had  sometimes  to  dip  water  with  tincups  from  little 
springs  for  two  hundred  animals.  Think  of  it!  Some 
dropped  out  along  the  road.  The  vinegar  was  used  up 
washing  out  their  parched  mouths,  to  prevent  the  swell 
ing  of  their  tongues.  The  fierce  sun  blazed  upon  the 
wide  and  tedious  playas,  whitened  with  alkali,  and  the 
blinding,  choking  dust  at  times  hid  everything  from 
view." 

These  playas  are  the  long  gently-sloping  hollows  that 
separate  grand  chains  of  mountains ;  they  are  unwatered 
where  the  misleading  mirage  would  almost  deceive  an 
old  traveler  and  take  him  miles  from  his  road.  They 
seem  but  a  few  miles  in  width,  but  two  days'  hard  travel 
are  sometimes  required  to  reach  the  foot  of  the  great 
wild  mountains  on  the  other  side  that  appear  so  near. 

We  were  delighted  to  reach  the  Eio  San  Pedro,  two 
hundred  miles  from  Cooks,  and  lay  over  a  day  and  a 
half.  It  is  a  lovely  stream  of  pure  water,  and  made  up 
for  past  suffering.  I  loved  to  see  the  horses  and  mules 
go  in  and  drink  and  paw  and  plunge  in  the  cool  torrent, 
and  then  shake  themselves  and  roll  in  the  green  grass 
and  eat  their  fill. 

Frank  regaled  us  with  stories  of  the  past,  and  of  the 
time  when  the  Apaches  stampeded  about  fifty  Govern 
ment  mules,  the  best  animals  on  the  line  from  St.  Louis 
to  San  Francisco,  "as  sleek  as  moles  and  rolling  fat," 
"the  loveliest  animals  ever  seen."  "There  was  but  one 
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whoop,  a  flashing  charge,  one  herder  thrown  into  the 
creek,  another  to  the  ground,  and  by  the  time  the  rest 
could  turn  round,  the  herd  was  flying  to  the  mountains, 
a  rich  feast  for  the  Indians  who  then  ate  everything." 
He  pointed  out  the  "Doubtful  Pass/'  "Apache  Pass/' 
Here  such  an  one  was  killed,  here  that  train  was  at 
tacked.  Ambushes  were  in  every  place  and  these  passes 
terrible  when  father  was  here. 

We  encountered  none  of  these  dangers.  We  are  about 
one-third  way  from  Mesilla  to  Los  Angeles,  and  that  is 
a  long  way  from  San  Francisco.  I  cannot  regret  one 
step  of  the  way.  It  is  a  rare  experience  for  these  days, 
and  I  shall  always  treasure  memories  of  this  trip;  but 
it  does  look  tedious,  and  one  cannot  now  bear  the  toil 
and  heat  of  the  journey  as  in  other  days  when 
there  was  no  other  way  for  it.  When  the  swift  trains 
with  their  palace  cars  thread  the  deserts,  going  hundreds 
of  miles  a  day,  one  can  but  cast  longing  looks  after  them 
as  they  fly  beyond  sight,  leaving  us  plodding  in  the 
desert  sands  and  broiling  sun.  If  we  had  not  had  our 
horses  and  equipments,  and  these  pleasant  friends,  we 
should  have  been  tempted  to  fly  over  this  part  of  our 
journey  by  steam,  but  I  am  glad  we  have  not  done  it. 
By  going  ten  to  twenty  miles  from  the  old  trail,  we  could 
arrange  to  change  the  saddle  for  the  sleeper,  but  we 
shall  ride  it  out  on  pony  back. 

Until  we  get  to  Yuma  City,  near  which  is  Fort  Yuma, 
both  on  the  Colorado  River,  the  California  boundary, 
we  will  have  plenty  of  water,  especially  after  striking 
the  Gila  River,  about  one  hundred  miles  from  here ;  be 
yond,  there  is  the  Colorado  desert,  sand,  and  heat.  Then 
we  enter  upon  a  pleasanter  region,  and  at  Los  Angeles 
a  fruitful  and  lovely  country.  We  parted  from  our 
pleasant  friend  with  regret;  really  an  accomplished 
German,  by  education  a  miner.  His  extensive  travel, 
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his  fondness  and  talent  for  music,  for  lie  sings  well,  and 
his  gentlemanly  and  friendly  manners  made  him  dear  to 
me,  to  say  nothing  of  his  love  for  our  father,  which 
made  me  an  object  of  tender  regard  to  him.  He  had 
settled  his  business  with  the  Arizona  mining  companies 
and  struck  off  south  to  Guaymas,  and  expected  to  go  to 
Chili.  We  are  to  correspond,  and  hope  to  meet  again. 

Though  I  still  have  much  to  tell,  I  must  bid  you  fare 
well.  This  will  be  the  widest  gap  in  my  home  news. 
Be  sure  to  write  to  San  Francisco. 

Louise  dearest,  Mr.  Nantz  is  the  noblest  fellow  I 
ever  saw.  A  man  in  our  company  had  a  poor,  jogging 
horse.  Mr.  Nantz  never  said  a  word,  but  the  next  day 
he  was  riding  along  beside  me  on  that  raw-boned  jolter 
and  the  man  had  his  easy  nag.  He  '11  give  his  last  drink 
of  water  or  ration  to  a  thirsty  or  hungry  dog,  if  no  man 
wants  it.  Good  ?  Well,  he  comes  nearer  to  keeping  the 
Eule  of  rules  than  anybody  I  know,  except  mother;  she 
can  go  up  head  every  time.  Your  loving 

LAWRENCE. 
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LXXXI. 

INDIANOLA,  October  23,  18 — . 

MY  OWN  DEAREST  LITTLE  MOTHER  :  I  am  too  happy 
for  words,  and  too  surprised  to  know  "if  it  be  I,  or  if  it 
be  not  I." 

Mother  precious,  I  must  tell  you,  though  I  know  not 
how,  but  I  have  a  little  mother  at  home  and  she  knows 
me,  and  she  has  a  right  to  know  all  about  me,  even  this. 

To-day  Evangeline  and  Carol  went  to  ride.  It  was 
a  lovely  day,  and  I  took  a  book  and  went  to  one  of  the 
arbors,  after  seeing  them  off.  Sitting  there  completely 
absorbed,  I  did  not  hear  a  light  footstep  on  the  grass, 
but  the  carol  of  a  bird  startled  me,  and,  looking  up, 
there  stood  Mr.  Lorends  looking  at  me.  I  started  and 
rose,  but,  extending  his  hand,  he  said  gently:  "Do  not 
go;  I  must  speak  to  you."  Quickly  my  thoughts  flew 
to  probe  the  past.  Was  it  some  fault,  some  suggestion 
for  the  child?  What  could  it  be?  I  sat  down,  he  at 
my  side. 

"What  is  it?"  I  asked,  looking  now  in  his  face  to 
learn  his  wishes  or  to  hear  his  reproof.  He  looked  in 
tently,  as  if  to  read  my  thought.  I  felt  the  color  come 
and  go,  and  my  heart  beat  quicker,  so  quickly  that  it 
seemed  to  stop,  when  he  said,  "I  love  you." 

I  cannot  tell  you,  for  I  know  not  what  emotions  filled 
me,  or  how 'I  sat  dazed.  I  could  not  take  it  in,  and 
never  moved  or  said  one  word. 

More  earnestly,  again  he  said,  "I  love  you,"  and  took 
my  listless  hand  and  pressed  it  to  his  lips,  and  all  my 
life  blood  seemed  to  thrill  with  a  strange  glow,  ebbing 
back  and  forth  as  once  again  he  said,  "I — love — you." 
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"Me  ?    Is  it  a  dream  ?"  I  asked. 

"No,  no,  dear  girl,  I  love  you  tenderly,  have  loved  you 
ever  since  I  learned  your  worth.  Have  you  no  word  for 
me?" 

"Here,  dependent  upon  you  ?  It  is  not  well  to  speak 
these  words  to  one  who  serves  you." 

"Tell  me  this,"  he  said,  "may  I  go  and  see  your 
mother  and  tell  her  of  my  love,  and  that  your  heart  is 
mine  ?"  Then,  mother  dearest,  I  gave  my  heart  its  way. 
It  knew  my  secret  well,  that  none  had  ever  so  moved  it, 
that  this  was  its  first  real  woman's  love,  "in  all  its 
length  and  breadth  and  height  and  depth  and  everlast 
ing  strength,"  and  it  said,  "Yes." 

And  then  he  pressed  my  willing  hand  to  his  dear  lips, 
not  listless  now,  but  tender  with  pure  love  freed  from 
the  secret  chamber  of  the  heart,  to  echo  back  his  own  in 
the  awakened  harmony  of  being,  too  deep  for  words,  and 
yet  more  real  than  words  could  make  it. 

"It  is  enough,  my  own.  I  thought  the  instinct  of  my 
heart  was  true,  that  love  had  made  us  one,  but  it  must 
be  confirmed  from  your  own  truthful  lips  before  I  took 
another  step.  You  will  continue  to  fulfill  your  alloted 
duties,  pleasures  I  hope  they  are;  nay,  I  am  sure  of  it; 
it  must  be  joy  to  work  through  love  and  win  all  hearts 
around  you.  I  will  give  no  sign ;  to  know  your  heart  is 
mine  is  joy  enough  for  now.  As  soon  as  may  be  I  will 
go  and  have  a  talk  with  her  to  whom  I  owe  this  duty, 
and  then  you  will  return  to  her,  and  all  her  will  and 
yours  shall  be  fulfilled  until  I  come  to  claim  you  and 
bring  you  back  to  make  an  Eden  of  this  home,  from 
which  you  have  driven  the  flaming  sword  which  seemed 
to  shut  out  harmony  and  to  bar  the  entrance  to  the  tree 
of  life  until  you  came." 

Again  he  pressed  my  grateful  hand  to  his  warm  lips, 
and  laid  it  gently  on  the  other  and  was  gone,  and  I  sat 
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wondering.  What  pregnant  moments  those  few  were  to 
me !  How  changed  my  life !  I  had  no  thought  to  weigh 
on  this  or  that;  I  seemed  translated  to  another  sphere, 
I — Louisa  Varena !  The  past  seemed  a  dream,  the  future 
a  dream,  the  present  a  half  wakening.  The  birds,  em 
boldened  by  the  silence,  began  to  warble.  I  loved  them 
more  than  ever,  and  wished  that  they  would  come  to  me 
and  let  me  love,  caress  them.  The  air  seemed  softer,  the 
sky  more  blue,  and  the  soft,  fleecy  clouds  had  a  new 
lustrous  whiteness,  a  transfigured  glory,  and  peace  su 
preme  filled  and  enfolded  me. 

The  clattering  hoofs  of  horse  aroused  me,  and  I 
went  forth  to  meet  them.  I,  and  yet  not  I;  the  same, 
yet  not  the  same,  and  smiled  and  gave  no  sign.  Truly 
all  things  seemed  to  them  just  as  they  were  when  they 
went  forth  to  ride ;  and  yet  a  few  brief  words  spoken  and 
heard  had  set  two  lives  in  halo.  None  saw,  none  knew, 
but  just  they  two ;  how  beautiful !  how  sacred ! 

Mother,  darling,  I  have  given  you  my  reverie,  thought 
out  for  you  from  the  heart's  own  depths.  There  seems 
so  much  more  of  me  than  there  ever  was  before  that  you 
must  guess  all  that  is  untold.  Go  back  to  your  own 
heart's  experience  to  understand  love's  lore. 

I  am  alone ;  it  is  midnight  now.  I  have  been  stand 
ing  at  the  window  since  the  last  line  was  written,  look 
ing  out  upon  the  night.  The  air  is  soft  and  clear,  and 
the  stars  seem  very  near.  Oh,  I  wish  that  you  were 
here !  and  yet  how  easy  now  to  wait ;  to  think  I  shall  be 
with  you  soon,  and  Reny  and  Harry,  all  together  in  the 
dear  home,  and  then — I  cannot  think  of  it.  Good-night, 
good-night,  with  more  love  than  ever. 

Now  and  forevermore  your  own 

LOUISE. 
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LXXXII. 

HOME,  October  25,  18 — •. 

MY  OWN  DARLING  :  I  knew  not  what  to  say  to  your 
letter  announcing  Mr.  Lorends'  return,  and  am  glad  I 
said  naught,  for  I  saw  your  heart  was  going,  if  not  gone, 
and  knew  not  if  it  meant  joy  or  sorrow  for  you,  fulfill 
ment  or  disappointment.  Your  letter,  which  came  to 
day,  darling,  was  beautiful.  Just  let  me  fold  you  to  my 
heart  and  say — nothing ;  rejoicing  that  you  at  last  know 
some  one  to  whom  your  whole  heart  turns  with  sacred 
joy  and  trust,  and  who  has  given  you  love  for  love;  who 
must  be  worthy  or  he  could  not  love  you ;  who  must  be 
worthy  of  you,  or  you  could  not  love  him  as  you  do. 

Here  my  heart  must  rest.  The  thought  of  Good  so 
fills  it  that  doubts  and  fears  vanish,  and  I  rest  in  a  sort 
of  maze,  not  trying  to  realize  what  it  means  for  you  and 
for  me;  as  you  say,  living  over  my  own  dream  of  love, 
shutting  out  all  the  changeful  years  that  have  followed. 

I  shall  most  anxiously  look  forward  to  the  visit.  How 
I  want  to  see  the  man  you  love !  And  I  fear  to  see  him, 
too.  What  if  I  see  him  with  other  eyes  than  yours  ?  No, 
nonsense !  I  will  not  doubt ;  my  own  has  chosen  wisely. 
I  hope  he  will  come  very,  very  soon.  I  have  no  thought 
or  words  for  any  other  theme  to-day.  This  fills  the 
heart  too  full.  With  love  unspeakable,  your 

MOTHER. 


248  LOUISA  VARENA 


LXXXIII. 

INDIANOLA,  October  30,  18 — . 

MY  DARLING  MOTHER  :  Your  brief  but  perfect  letter 
has  come  to  me.  It  was  all  I  could  have  wished.  You 
know  me  as  no  one  else  does  or  can.  As  your  heart  is 
with  me  in  my  joy,  mine  is  with  you  in  your  suffering 
for  Truth's  sake.  I  know  it  has  not  touched  the  inward 
peace.  I  send  this  by  Mr.  Lorends,  who  is  impatient  to 
see  and  know  you.  His  dear  mother  and  sister  and  the 
children,  who  haye  been  here  for  some  time,  will  remain 
until  his  return.  They  are  happy,  and  he  will  not  con 
sent  to  their  returning  to  their  home  for  the  present. 
He  wishes  us  all  to  become  more  identified  with  each 
other  before  he  announces  our  betrothal.  It  is  wise. 
We  are  a  very  peaceful  family.  It  is  beautiful  to  see 
Evangeline  growing  into  the  tender  relationship  of  love. 
Her  grandmamma  and  aunts  have  taken  her  to  their 
hearts  most  naturally;  the  past  seems  to  be  forgotten. 
There  is  a  spontaneous  interest  and  affection  manifested 
in  the  little  courtesies  that  make  happy  homes. 
Milly  is  here,  and  while  there  is  no  want  of  proper  re 
spect,  there  is  a  freedom  and  hearty  good  will  that  is 
pleasant  to  see  among  them.  And  best  of  all,  Carolyn 
is  one  of  us.  Mr.  Lorends  would  not  listen  to  her 
going  away.  He  said  he  wanted  his  friends  to  know 
her  as  well  as  Evangeline;  that  she  must  stay  and  see 
them  at  least,  and  if  she  found  their  coming  impaired 
her  pleasure  in  any  way,  or  made  her  feel  the  least 
constraint,  he  would  not  urge  her  to  remain.  Mrs. 
Lorends  has  been  extremely  cordial,  Marianna  agree- 
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able  and  companionable,  and  her  sister  Charlotte  too 
dear  and  good  for  words. 

I  have  felt  rather  reserved  and  abashed  in  my  own 
thoughts,  wondering  what  the  feeling  of  each  one  will 
be  when  all  is  known.  I  hope  the  knowledge  of  Mr. 
Lorends'  attachment  will  not  offend  them,  or  in  any 
way  destroy  the  harmony  that  reigns  supreme  now.  It 
will  be  a  surprise,  I  am  sure,  but  will  it  be  disagreeable 
or  agreeable?  Help,  mother  dear.  Courage,  Louise, 
courage,  hope,  and  faith ! 

This  is  rather  a  poor  letter  of  introduction;  quite 
unique.  I  forgot  that  Mr.  Lorends  was  to  take  it  to 
you.  Nevertheless  I  send  it;  you  can  read  it  at  your 
pleasure.  I  have  no  suggestions  to  make;  he  will  find 
you  just  as  you  are.  You  know  not  how  to  feign,  you 
darling  mother,  and  I  am  glad  to  have  him  see  our  plain 
but  dear  little  home.  We  make  no  pretentions  to  style  or 
elegance.  He  had  best  know  it,  and  see  all  as  it  is.  If 
it  has  any  effect  one  way  or  another,  now  is  the  time  to 
know  it.  I  am  not  anxious  about  it,  or  about  your  esti 
mate  of  him,  either.  I  am  sure  you  will  be  friends  first, 
last,  and  always.  He  will  not  care  to  see  any  one  but 
you,  and  it  is  best.  For  the  present,  let  all  this  be  be 
tween  ourselves.  It  will  be  time  enough  when  I  tell  it 
to  let  the  secret  out.  Ever,  best  of  mothers, 

Your 
LOUISE. 
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LXXXIV. 

PHILADELPHIA,  November  2,  18 — . 

MY  OWN:  I  know  you  will  be  anxious  to  know  my 
impressions  of  your  dear  home  and  the  dearer  mother 
who  has  made  the  home  so  precious  to  you  all.  I  can  sum 
it  all  up  in  just  one  word,  "perfect."  All  was  natural, 
truthful,  healthful,  refined.  I  saw  nothing  to  criticize, 
nothing  to  wish  for,  except  that  you  and  your  brothers 
might  have  been  there  to  make  it  as  it  has  been  through 
the  years  past.  I  shall  remain  here  a  few  days  and  per 
haps  go  further.  I  am  learning  every  hour  more  of  the 
presence  and  power  of  Life  and  its  harmonies,  seeking 
each  where  the  purely  spiritual,  and  find  the  kingdom 
indeed  come.  How  can  I  ever  express,  best  and  dearest, 
my  gratitude  to  you  for  giving  me  the  Key  that  opened 
to  me  the  Way,  right  here  and  now,  where  this  mortal 
can  begin  to  put  on  immortality,  in  the  consciousness  of 
life  immortal. 

In  the  never-changing  Reality  of  being, 

Yours, 

JAMES  LORENDS. 
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LXXXV. 

PHILADELPHIA,,  November  2,  18 — . 

MY  DARLING  LITTLE  DAUGHTER:  I  cannot  let  Miss 
Varena's  note  go  without  one  to  you,  as  I  shall  not  be 
at  home  for  some  days.  I  have  seen  two  sweet  girls 
since  I  saw  you,  and  some  day  you  shall  see  them,  and 
a  fine  little  man,  not  as  old  as  you  are,  I  think,  but 
studying  famously,  ahead  of  you  in  figures,  but  I  don't 
believe  he  is  up  to  you  in  letter-writing,  nor  ahead  of 
you  in  trying  to  do  right,  which  is  the  principal  thing 
after  all. 

Now  the  main  thing  that  I  am  writing  to  you  for  is 
to  tell  you  of  my  love,  and  constant  loving  remem 
brance;  and  the  next  thing  is  to  tell  you  to  ask  your 
dear  grandma  to  tell  you  about  some  more  of  your  little 
cousins  coming  to  make  you  a  visit;  and  that  if  more 
of  them  should  come  I  am  sure  you  will  want  them  to 
be  happy,  and  the  only  way  for  little  folk  or  big  ones 
to  be  happy  is  for  each  one  to  want  to  do  the  other's 
pleasure,  all  selfishness  to  be  ruled  out  and  unselfishness 
to  be  the  rule  of  action,  as  you  have  been  finding  out 
with  dear  little  Charlotte. 

Why,  dearie,  do  you  know  that  if  the  angels  in  heaven 
should  begin  to  be  selfish  and  want  some  other  way  than 
God's  will  of  Love,  they  wouldn't  be  in  heaven  a  minute 
longer;  the  very  thought  of  such  a  thing  would  be  un 
loving,  and  Love  is  Heaven — Harmony.  Selfishness 
would  take  one  out  of  heaven  quicker  than  a  fairy  rug 
would  transport  to  a  far-off  country.  If  you  want  to  be 
happy  you  must  be  loving  and  unselfish.  Since  you 
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have  had  a  playmate,  you  have  both  found  out  quickly 
any  thought  of  selfishness  in  either  of  you.  You  have 
been  brought  up  quite  alone,  while  children  who  have 
brothers  and  sisters  soon  learn  the  necessity  of 
giving  up  their  own  selfish  wills,  and  thus  happy  fami 
lies  are  to  be  found  everywhere,  where  each  member  of 
the  household  is  one  with  many  others  in  loving 
thoughts,  words,  and  deeds,  and  every  one  finds  in  the 
happiness  of  others  their  own  happiness.  Such,  I  trust, 
our'  home  is  and  ever  shall  be,  and  has  been,  indeed, 
since  your  dear  teacher  began  to  teach  you  and  all  of 
us,  that  All  is  Good,  for  God  is  Good,  and  each  one  of 
us  is  His  own  very  child,  good  and  loving,  because  born 
of  a  good  loving  Father,  and  so  able  to  overcome  evil 
with  Good. 

I  have  never  told  you  how  I  love  your  little  prayer, 
and  how  I  say  it  every  morning  and  every  night,  and 
indeed  many  times  a  day,  and  it  helps  to  keep  me  in 
the  kingdom  of  heaven  consciously,  where  you  know 
none  can  enter  except  they  become  as  little  children,  for 
of  such  is  the  Kingdom.  Truly,  "God  is  Good  and  God 
is  All;  therefore  All  is  Good.  God  blesses  everybody. 
I  am  God's  dear,  good  little  child.  I  cannot  be  naughty ; 
I  cannot  be  sick.  We  all  love  each  other  and  every 
body,  for  Jesus'  sake.  Amen."  Teach  it  to  your  little 
cousins.  Your  loving 

PAPA. 
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LXXXVI. 

HOME,  November  2,  18 — . 

MY  PRECIOUS  LOUISE  :  I  know  you  will  want  quickly 
to  know  what  I  think  of  Mr.  Lorends — I  love  him. 
There,  are  you  satisfied  ?  Yes,  I  know  you  are,  and  not 
a  bit  jealous,  either.  He  certainly  is  the  most  lovable 
man  I  have  seen  these  many  years.  Now  wait  and  I 
will  tell  you.  I  expected  to  see  an  iron-gray  man,  stout 
and  square  and  florid,  and  when  the  maid  handed  me 
his  card  and  I  read,  "Mr.  James  Lorends,"  my  heart 
sank  and  I  wished  I  need  not  see  him.  I  stood  ponder 
ing  the  name,  and  spelling  it  letter  by  letter,  as  if  to 
read  something  of  his  character  in  the  dumb  script,  but 
no  light  came. 

Eebuking  my  doubts  and  fears,  I  turned  to  the  glass 
to  see  if  I  was  all  right,  not  to  shock  my  august  pros 
pective  son-in-law,  and  hastened  down  to  the  parlor. 
Imagine  my  surprise !  "Tall  and  fair,  his  manly  youth 
betokened  tender  care."  His  face  strikingly  handsome, 
yet  not  beautiful,  for  that  would  be  effeminate,  but  pure 
and  kindly,  strong  and  manly,  and  not  a  gray  hair.  I 
had  at  once  a  most  motherly  feeling  towards  him.  Look 
ing  so  much  younger  than  I  had  expected,  he  seemed 
actually  youthful.  His  soft,  wavy  hair,  not  brown,  not 
light,  but  a  soft  tinge  between,  with  a  moustache  to 
match,  light  enough  to  hide  the  gray  hairs,  if  there  were 
any;  his  figure  light  and  graceful  without  being  deli 
cate.  But,  dear,  his  manner  was  better  even  than  his 
appearance,  perfectly  natural,  courteous,  affable,  and 
yet  dignified ;  and  if  there  was  anything  needed  to  con- 


254  LOUISA  VARENA 

firm  my  good  opinion,  that  I  should  judge  rightly  and 
not  from  appearances  only,  the  conquest  was  complete 
before  he  had  finished  his  visit,  for  his  very  expression 
proved  him  "spiritually  minded." 

Of  every  one  he  spoke  lovingly,  and — well,  I  dare 
not  repeat  even  to  you,  my  own,  what  he  said  of  you. 
That  alone  would  have  made  me  his  willing  captive,  but 
it  was  only  after  he  had  won  my  heart  that  this  last 
benediction  came  to  me,  and  I  really  believe  that  you 
are  fortunate  among  women  to  have  the  love  of  James 
Lorends  and  I  to  be  his  mother-in-law ! 

Do  you  remember  what  you  told  me  old  Milly  said 
about  him?  I  can  but  believe  it  every  whit  true.  No 
wonder  they  were  distressed  beyond  words  when  he 
seemed  to  be  unhappy  and  lost  to  himself  and  to  them. 
How  often  the  best  and  brightest  seem  thus  to  fail ! 
And  now  let  me  say  it,  for  it  has  been  in  my  heart  and 
had  better  be  uncovered,  I  trembled  at  the  thought  of 
the  possibility  of  your  loving  him,  I  doubted  the  per 
manence  of  his  reformation,  and  was  filled  with  a  secret 
dread  lest  at  some  time  the  old  enemy  might  reassert 
its  awful  counterfeit  of  power  and  he  fail,  as,  alas,  many 
have  failed  in  the  struggle  for  mastery,  but  I  know  now 
where  he  finds  strength,  and  Divine  Science  will  keep 
him  in  the  Kingdom  of  harmony,  which  he  says  you 
have  been  the  instrument  in  opening  for  him.  He 
claims  the  Divine  with  which  to  overcome  the  human 
continually ;  that  is  the  true  way,  and  he  can  but  prove 
victor.  To  live  in  the  Spirit  is  to  fulfill  its  Law,  dead  to 
the  sins  of  the  flesh. 

All  is  well,  my  own,  and  as  I  said  to  him,  I  leave  en 
tirely  to  you  to  make  your  own  arrangements.  I  have 
no  wishes  or  plans  in  this  matter,  more  than  to  leave 
all  to  the  Divinity  that  has  shaped  the  current  of  your 
life,  apart  from  the  mother  who  has  thought  herself  and 
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the  fulfillment  of  her  own  ideas  too  often  indispensable 
to  your  welfare.  It  is  a  useful  lesson,  and  one  that  all 
mothers  would  do  well  to  learn  early  in  life,  to  know 
their  children,  as  they  are  wont  to  call  them,  are  not 
theirs,  but  God's,  and  to  cast  all  anxious  care  on  Him 
who  careth  for  them,  and  alone  is  able  to  guard,  guide, 
and  perfect  them. 

I  shall  anxiously  expect  your  next  letter,  telling  me 
when  you  are  coming  home,  and  when  you  expect  to  be 
married.  I  am  growing  into  the  thought  slowly;  I 
cannot  quite  take  it  in  yet — what  it  means  of  seeming 
separation  from  me,  and  untried  ways  for  you.  But  I 
must  not  stop  here. 

There  are  two  things  that  I  must  tell  you:  In  the 
first  place,  Mr.  Lorends  seemed  much  pleased  with 
everything.  He  said  he  was  reminded  of  his  boyhood's 
home.  I  had  been  expecting  him  for  some  days,  and 
had,  of  course,  freshened  up  the  parlor ;  and  Mrs.  Roland 
had,  fortunately,  sent  me  that  very  day  a  beautiful  vase 
of  chrysanthemums.  They  looked  superb  in  their 
golden  glory,  and  everything  in  the  room  still  bore  the 
impress  of  your  taste  and  handiwork.  I  invited  him  to 
stay  to  luncheon,  as  he  wanted  to  see  the  children.  They 
came  in  bright  and  rosy  from  their  walk  from  school, 
and  I  was  actually  proud  of  them,  especially  of  our 
Ethel,  who  has  grown  and  improved  so  wonderfully  this 
year. 

When  I  introduced  him  to  Ethel,  he  told  me  a  bit  of 
romance  that  he  said  he  had  not  told  you.  You  are,  he 
says,  singularly  like  his  first  love.  When  he  first  saw 
you,  love  seemed  to  fill  his  heart,  and  the  fair  vision  of 
the  fairest  creature  he  ever  knew  rose  before  him  in  all 
its  freshness,  though  it  is  many  years  since  she  passed 
from  earth. 

"Strange,"  he  said,  "that  she  bore  the  name  of  Ethel, 
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your  daughter's  name,  and  looked  like  her,  too — Ethel 
Gordon,  of  Bussel." 

"Ethel  Gordon!"  I  exclaimed.  "Can  you  mean  it? 
Where  did  you  meet  her  ?" 

"Did  you  know  her,  Mrs.  Varena  ?"  he  asked. 

"She  was  my  cousin." 

"At  boarding-school  in  M — ?" 

"Yes." 

"Lost  from  the  yacht  in  the  bay  ?" 

"My  sister  was  with  her." 

"How  strange!  No  wonder  Ethel  is  so  strikingly 
like  her.  When  she  entered  the  room  the  thought  of  her 
came  to  me  as  it  did  when  I  first  saw  Louise.  Both  bear 
a  strong  resemblance  to  her." 

Was  it  not  strange  that  he  should  have  known  you  all 
these  months  and  never  have  spoken  of  her,  or  of  this 
resemblance,  or  named  the  name  you  would  have  known 
so  well  ? 

Enough;  write  to  me  at  once,  telling  me  when  you 
will  be  at  home.  You  cannot  imagine  my  impatience  to 
see  you  after  this  long  absence,  your  first  from  me,  and 
now  you  are  no  longer  mine.  Well,  such  is  the  mother's 
fate.  I  should  not  complain,  seeing  I  served  my  own 
beloved  mother  just  so. 

Come  soon  to  the  longing  arms  of  your 

MOTHER. 
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LXXXVII. 

» 
INDIANOLA,  November  6,  18 — . 

MY  OWN  LITTLE  MOTHER:  You  have  met,  my  two 
dearest,  and  you  love  each  other.  Was  there  ever  a 
Louise  on  this  earth  as  happy  as  yours?  Oh,  little 
mother,  you  know  this  joy,  for  you  have  been  there 
yourself,  but  the  times  were  not  as  happy  as  they  are 
now,  were  they?  You  and  papa — bless  his  beloved 
heart — you  two  did  not  know  that  "All  is  Good,"  did 
you  ?  Did  not  really  know  "our  Father*'  as  we  do  ?  No, 
indeed,  I  know  you  didn't,  and  of  course  you  had  some 
fears,  some  forebodings,  which  we  don't  need  to  have 
now,  for  we  know  how  to  fight  them  and  resist  the  evil 
that  so  flees  from  us,  because  we  know  there  is  no 
reality  to  either  "world,  flesh,  or  devil." 

How  glorious  the  harvest  of  Truth  and  Love  here, 
and  with  you  in  dear,  precious  little  Maud's  recovery. 
I  shall  be  off  on  that  hobby  and  it  will  be  a  regular  John 
Gilpin  ride  if  I  let  the  nag  loose.  I  am  so  full  this 
morning  that  I  am  nearly  bursting  with  happiness,  or 
would  be  if  all  the  limits  were  not  off.  Spirit  is  free, 
thought  glances  into  illimitable  avenues  of  brightness, 
and  all  things  seem  to  rejoice  with  me  with  joy  un 
speakable.  "Self-conscious  freedom  of  Spirit,"  you  re 
member,'  is  the  grand  problem  the  race  is  working  out 
in  history,  as  Hegel  puts  its.  It  makes  one  feel  seraphic 
as  the  Truth  expands  before  the  mental  vision  in  sudden 
glances  of  light.  It  seems  to  me  this  spiritual  con 
sciousness  would  almost  carry  one  up  bodily  if  retained 
long  enough.  One  has  to  let  one's  self  down  in  thought 

17 
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again,  just  as  we  used  to  in  our  talks  on  astronomy  in 
the  years  gone  by,  when  we  would  try  to  think  of  the 
sizes  and  distances  of  the  mighty  rolling  orbs,  the  little 
wriggling  planetarium  presented  to  the  eye.  About  as 
near  the  Truth  as  these  poor  personalities  of  man  are 
to  the  Truth  of  being.  We  couldn't  think  it  very  well, 
and  could  not  try  to  for  more  than  a  minute ;  it  was  too 
vast,  too  mighty,  too  overwhelming,  not  only  in  size 
and  distance,  but  in  that  awful  infinity  of  motion.  It 
is  no  wonder  it  is  so  hard  to  grasp  the  Truth  mentally, 
man  being  the  image  and  likeness  of  the  Infinite  can 
alone  explain  his  ability  to  get  an  inkling  of  it  even 
now,  and  his  capabilities  will  develop  more  and  more 
fully  forever.  Truly  none  can  know  the  Father  but  the 
Son,  and  he  to  whom  the  Son  will  reveal  him. 

I  don't  know  yet  when  I  shall  be  at  home.  I  will,  as 
soon  as  Mr.  Lorends  returns,  talk  with  him  about  it,  and 
let  you  know.  As  I  am  to  come  back  here,  I  shall  want 
to  get  to  you  as  soon  as  possible,  and  my  wish  is  to  be 
married  at  the  end  of  the  holidays.  Harry  will  be  at 
home  then,  and  counts  on  all  being  there.  If  Mr. 
Lorends  does  not  object  on  some  good  ground,  that  will 
just  about  give  us  time  to  get  ready  without  any  rush, 
and  will  be  pleasantest  all  around. 

Good-by.  Kiss  the  chicks  for  me.  To  think  of  seeing 
them  so  soon  makes  me  impatient  for  it.  Keep  the  news 
for  me,  that  I  may  surprise  them. 

Ever,  with  devotion,  YOURS. 
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LXXXVIII. 

INDIANOLA,  November  5,  18 — . 

DEAR  MR.  NANTZ:  I  must  thank  you  more  than 
words  can  express  for  your  glorious  letter  from  Fort 
W — .  I  dared  not  do  it  before,  for  I  did  not  know  just 
how  to  respond  to  it,  and  could  not  have  done  so  with 
the  freedom  I  now  feel. 

What  a  grand  sense  of  life  and  power  it  must  have 
given  you  to  quaff,  as  you  have,  the  living  waters  of 
Truth  in  the  long  journey  ings  you  have  made  through 
the  wide-spread  areas  of  plain  and  mountains,  and,  most 
of  all,  in  the  perfect  realms  of  Mind  and  Spirit,  where 
alone  true  freedom  is  to  be  found ! 

I  rejoice  with  you  in  your  first  breath  of  freedom 
from  the  sense  of  sin,  beginning  to  have,  as  the  apostle 
says,  "a  good  conscience."  I  almost  feared  I  was  never 
to  have  any  of  you  in  companionship  in  that  glowing 
light  of  Life  and  peace.  Mother  dear,  however,  com 
forted  me  later  with  a  truer  sense  of  Love,  and  you  give 
me  a  taste  of  what  the  Communion  of  Saints  means. 

It  is  no  easy  matter  to  escape  from  the  chains  of  ma 
terial  thought,  ignorant  of  our  real  nature,  and  riveted 
more  and  more  strongly  by  education  and  association 
with  every  added  year,  and  this  miserable  mortal  sense 
is  always  a  miserable  sinner,  seeming  to  rob  the  children 
of  God  of  their  birthrights.  I  dare  say  it  was  only  my 
youth  and  inexperience  that  enabled  me  to  give  vent  to 
the  cry  of  my  heart  against  the  thought  of  sin  being 
constantly  kept  before  God's  children.  I  dared  not 
make  a  reality  of  sin  when  I  began  to  teach  this  little 
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child,  but  had  to  rid  myself  and  her  of  all  thought  and 
sense  of  sin,  in  order  to  get  the  practical  fruits  of  right 
thinking.  But  I  have  learned  to  hold  my  peace,  and  to 
silently  deny  the  seemings  of  error.  I  am  glad  the 
Truth,  spoken  almost  unwittingly  by  me,  has  been  a 
savor  of  life  to  you.  There  is  no  telling  how  much  good 
it  may  do  through  your  brave  heart,  once  fully  free. 
The  lines,  "Have  you  counted  the  cost?"  alas,  are  too 
true.  They  are  full  of  strength  and  fervor,  and  I  know 
you  will  ever  "be  strong  and  of  a  good  courage"  to  lead 
others  into  the  promised  land. 

Your  letter  is  full  of  light  and  inspiration.  The  un 
folding  of  truth  wonderfully  clear  and  impressive.  The 
truth  spoken  has  indeed  been  fruitful  and  manifested 
itself,  springing  up  spontaneously  in  lives  that  had  been 
widely  severed. 

Mother  has  been  studying  the  liturgies,  and  finds  no 
confession  of  sin  earlier  than  1552,  but  I  must  not  at 
tempt  to  give  you  a  garbled  report ;  I  will  show  you  her 
letter.  You  will  be  glad  to  see  the  results  of  her  study 
when  you  come  home. 

Now,  as  I  promised  you  more  than  a  year  ago  that  if 
I  ever  gave  my  heart  into  any  man's  keeping  I  would 
tell  you  at  once,  I  have  a  confession  to  make.  I  told 
you  then,  and  have  told  you  since,  I  have  never  felt 
towards  you  or  towards  any  one  else  as  I  expected  to 
feel  towards  the  man  I  should  consent  to  marry — until 
now.  Mr.  Lorends,  the  father  of  the  little  child  who 
has  been  in  my  care  since  January  last,  has  awakened 
depths  of  feeling  in  my  heart  that  no  one  ever  aroused. 
I  cannot  explain  it ;  I  only  know  that  it  is  true.  There 
is  a  spiritual  sympathy  that  is  profound,  a  unity  of 
spirit  that  lifts  to  holier  consciousness,  as  if  God  had 
joined  together.  He  satisfies  my  whole  being  in  a  way 
that  no  one  ever  has,  and  I  have  given  myself  to  him 
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without  reserve.  As  yet,  no  one  knows  of  this  but  my 
dear  mother.  He  has  been  to  see  her,  and  has  satisfied 
her  as  to  his  ability  to  make  me  happy. 

It  has  not  been  definitely  decided  when  we  shall  be 
married,  but  it  will  be  during  the  holidays.  Would  you 
be  willing  to  come  home  ?  I  write  at  once,  before  telling 
any  one  else,  not  only  because  of  my  promise  to  you,  but 
because  you  are  so  far  away  that  it  will  be  necessary 
for  you  to  know,  that  you  may  be  able  to  make  plans  for 
Keny,  as  well  as  yourself. 

This  turn  in  my  affairs  is  most  unexpected,  and  as 
Harry  has  set  his  heart  on  a  reunion  during  the  holi 
days,  Lawrence  should  come  home;  and  I  do  hope  you 
will  feel  that  you  can  come.  You  have  been  so  iden 
tified  with  our  home  life  that  we  would  miss  you  sadly. 
I  can  write  this  now  with  impunty.  My  inability  to 
return  your  love  as  you  would  have  me  made  it  necessary 
for  me  to  be  more  reserved  in  my  intercourse  with  you 
than  my  feelings  prompted,  lest  you  should  misunder 
stand  the  warm  regard,  affection,  and  admiration  I  have 
ever  had  for  you.  In  announcing  my  engagement  and 
early  marriage  you  will  appreciate  the  freedom  it  gives 
me,  and  will  pardon  me  if  my  sincere,  heartfelt  expres 
sions  of  affectionate  regard  annoy  you. 

Please  to  give  the  inclosed  note  to- Lawrence.  Fare 
well.  Ever  in  Christ,  Yours, 

LOUISE  VARENA. 
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LXXXIX. 

INDIANOLA,  November  5,  18 — . 

MY  OWN  DEAREST  KENT:  I  send  this  with  Mr. 
Nantz's  letter,  as  it  is  only  a  little  note  of  love  to  tell 
you  that — guess  what  it  is.  You  never,  never  could; 
but  you  shall  know  from  me  before  any  one  else  can  tell 
you  that — I  am  going  to  be  married.  Your  sister 
Louise  expects  to  be  married  during  the  holidays,  and 
wants  you  to  be  at  home.  To  whom  ?  To  whom  can  it 
be  ? — I  know  you  are  thinking.  You  could  never,  never 
guess,  so  I  must  tell  you  that  it  is  Mr.  Lorends.  Mother 
will  have  to  tell  you  about  him,  until  you  know  him. 
You  must  love  your  new  brother  for  the  sake  of 

Your  loving 
SISTER. 
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INDIANOLA,  November  7,  18 — . 

MY  OWN  DEAREST  HARRY  :  I  cannot  have  a  secret  in 
my  heart  and  not  let  you  share  it  quickly.  Your  last 
letter  is  too  angelic  to  go  unrewarded,  and  I  am  going 
to  tell  you  what  I  could  not  tell  you  in  my  last,  because 
Mr.  Lorends  had  not  seen  dear  mother,  that  he  has 
asked  me  to  be  his  wife,  telling  me  by  word  and  deed 
of  his  devoted  love,  and  I  have  confessed  mine  for  him, 
as  I  do  to  you,  for  never  has  any  one  so  moved  my  heart 
to  love  as  he.  I  send  your  dear  mother's  letter,  which 
will  give  you  her  impression  of  him,  and  will  do  more 
to  show  you  the  manner  of  man  he  is  than  anything  I 
could  say.  Save  it  for  me,  dearie,  and  love  your  new 
brother  for  my  sake,  as  you  surely  will  for  his  own, 
when  you  know  him,  for  a  lovelier  man  you  never  knew. 
I  expect  to  go  home  very  soon  and  to  remain  there  until 
after  the  holidays.  It  is  not  yet  definitely  decided,  as 
Mr.  Lorends  has  not  returned,  but  my  thought  is  that 
we  shall  all  have  our  holiday  visit  together,  as  we  have 
hoped,  and  just  at  the  last,  before  it  is  necessary  for  you 
to  return  to  A — ,  we  will  be  married,  you  going  back  to 
your  work  and  I  returning  to  mine,  for  I  shall  return 
to  it  and  do  my  full  duty  to  my  little  charge  and  all, 
just  as  I  did  before,  more  freely,  more  fully  than  ever, 
if  that  is  possible,  though  how  different  will  be  my  posi 
tion.  I  should  shrink  from  it  if  I  did  not  know  "All  is 
Good,"  "not  I,  but  Christ,"  "As  thy  days  are  so  shall  thy 
strength  be."  It  will  be  in  some  respects  a  difficult 
position  to  fill,  but — "fear  not."  I  believe  the  great 
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Truth ;  I  know  the  great  Truth  of  spiritual  being  and  of 
the  absolute  supremacy  of  Love  right  here  and  now,  for 
Divine  Science  reveals  it,  and  am  determined  in  every 
fiber  of  my  being  to  know  nothing  but  Spirit,  Good,  and 
all  must  be  peace,  good  will,  and  harmony. 

Now,  Harry  dear,  keep  my  secret,  for  no  one  knows 
it  as  yet  but  mother  dear.  I  have  written  to  Mr.  Nantz 
and  Lawrence,  but  the  letters  are  but  just  started  on  the 
way.  I  will  write  no  more,  for  you  are  too  surprised 
and  overcome  by  this  announcement  to  take  any  interest 
in  ordinary  matters.  Good-by.  Don't  you  wish  the 
earth  would  hurry  up  and  move  round  once  every  twelve 
or  six  hours  from  now  to  December  20?  I  am  so 
hungry  to  see  you  that  I  don't  know  how  to  wait  a 
month  with  days  twenty-four  hours  long.  Oh,  well,  we 
will  have  to.  My  next  letter  to  you  will  probably  be 
from  home,  but  write  to  me  here. 

Forever  and  forever  your  own 

SISTER. 

Don't  think  me  unsympathetic  and  so  full  of  my  own 
affairs  as  to  have  no  thought  for  others.  I  do  sympathize 
with  you,  dear,  and  with  your  kind  friends,  the  Dran- 
tons.  They  alone  are  the  "captains  of  their  fate." 
Truth  says,  "Them  that  honor  me  I  will  honor."  They 
will  suffer  in  proportion  to  their  fears  and  doubts,  and 
rejoice  as  they  overcome  these  demons  through  the 
Truth,  which  is  always  the  victor,  and  will  make  us  vic 
tors,  too,  as  we  truly  trust.  These  trials  beset  every  one 
on  the  upward  way. 
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XCI. 

INDIANOLA,  November  8,  18 — . 

MY  DEAREST  FANNY  :  Once  more  let  me  tell  you  how 
glad  and  thankful  I  am  to  hear  constantly  of  dear 
Maud's  steady  improvement.  I  hope  to  see  her,  soon. 
Are  you  surprised?  You  will  be  still  more  so  when  I 
tell  you  why.  Since  you  were  good  enough  to  tell  me 
promptly  of  your  engagement,  I  am  going  to  tell  you  of 
mine,  and  more  especially  because  I  want  you  to  be 
bridesmaid.  You  will  throw  up  your  hands  and  utter 
a  cry  of  amazement  and  perhaps  of  horror  when  I  tell 
you  that  Mr.  Lorends  is  the  man  of  my  choice.  It 
would  seem  fulsome  if  I  attempted  to  tell  you  of  his 
excellencies,  and  I  will  leave  it  to  him  to  prove  to  you 
what  "a  marvelous  man  he  is." 

He  has  returned  home  after  a  visit  to  mamma,  and  I 
have  decided,  after  due  deliberation  and  his  concurrence, 
to  return  home  next  week,  to  remain  there  until  the 
first  of  January,  when  we  will  be  married.  We  shall 
have  abundant  time  to  talk  over  all  arrangements,  but 
I  write  you  thus  early  that  I  may  fulfill  my  part  of  our 
life-long  promise  to  each  other,  and  that  you  may  know 
that,  as  ever,  you  are  my  first  choice  in  this,  the  most 
auspicious  event  of  my  life.  If  you  would  rather  go  to 
Europe  with  Ned,  you  must  not  hesitate  on  my  account. 
I  shall  understand  it,  and  shall  appreciate  your  motives 
and  position.  Please  don't  say  anything  of  this  to  him 
or  any  one  else.  I  will  write  to  him  myself.  I  wish, 
dear  Frank,  you  did  not  feel  in  this  matter  as  you  do. 
You  know  as  well  as  I  do  that  a  woman's  heart  is  be- 
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yond  her  control,  and  I  do  believe  that  to  know  that  I 
am  to  be  married  to  some  one  else,  and  that  it  is  abso 
lutely  fruitless  for  him  to  indulge  himself  in  hopeless 
desires  and  regrets,  will  do  more  to  free  him  from  this 
old  weakness  of  belief  in  an  all-absorbing  human  love 
than  anything  in  the  world. 

That  Maud  is  so  well,  is  the  answer  to  many  prayers 
and  hopes  for  her.  How  strange  indeed  that  any  one 
should  refuse  such  easy  aid,  such  blessing,  especially 
those,  who  profess  and  call  themselves  Christians.  "Oh 
that  men  would  praise  the  Lord  for  His  goodness,  and 
for  His  wonderful  works  to  the  children  of  men." 

Love  to  your  dear  Aunt  Fanny.  I  do  hope  she  will 
be  with  you  when  I  am  at  home. 

Love  to  your  father  and  mother  and  all,  from  your 
ever  loving  friend,  LOUISE  VARENA. 
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XCII. 

A — ,  November  10,  18 — . 

MY  OWN  OLD  MAID:  Hurrah!  hurrah!  Shall  I 
laugh  or  cry?  Married!  Our  Louise?  Going  off  for 
good!  If  you  had  not  sent  me  that  letter  of  mother's, 
I  should  have  supposed  that  you  were  going  to  marry 
your  grandfather.  I  am  like  the  boy  whistling  past  the 
graveyard.  It  would  just  break  my  heart  into  wreckage, 
if  I  were  going  to  be  at  home,  to  think  of  its  never,  never 
being  your  home  again.  I  must  shed  a  few  tears  over 
it,  if  it  is  unmanly.  Oh,  Louise,  Louise,  my  sister, 
dearest  and  best,  the  pride  of  my  life !  But  why  should 
I  feel  mournful?  Here  I  am  at  A — ,  nearly  as  far 
from  home  as  you  are.  I  may  as  well  stay  here  as  go 
anywhere  else.  There  is  really  no  opening  for  me  at 
New  T — .  Anyway,  it 's  no  use  fretting.  It  doubtless 
will  be  best  for  you;  as  you  have  made  your  choice,  I 
should  not  demur.  I  will  get  off  at  the  earliest  day 
possible,  so  as  to  be  with  you  just  as  long  as  I  can,  and 
we  will  make  hay  while  the  sun  shines.  How  anxious 
I  am  to  see  Mr.  Lorends !  What  a  venerable  old  gentle 
man  I  have  always  thought  him,  and  your  lovers  have 
always  been  young  men,  some  of  them  very  young. 
What  a  poor  chance  they  did  stand,  forsooth,  when  your 
taste  was  for  age !  Do  thank  dear  mother  for  changing 
my  impression,  and  give  my  heartiest  congratulations  to 
the  man  who  has  got  the  pick  of  the  world!  I  shan't 
congratulate  you  for  years,  Louise,  till  I  see  how  it 
turns  out ;  and  if  he  ever  could  be  anything  but  good  to 
you,  I  '11  hack  him  into  such  small  bits  that  it  would  be 
annihilation. 
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I  'TO.  excited ;  I  confess  it.  Every  other  thought  seems 
intrusive.  Poor  Neddie!  I  had  a  letter  from  him  last 
week.  He  hadn't  half  as  much  to  say  about  you  as 
usual,  he  was  so  much  in  love  with  his  Aunt  Fanny  and 
what  she  had  done  for  Maud,  who  had  been  out  riding 
and  can  walk  about  her  room,  and  even  up  and  down 
stairs.  They  are  all  very  happy  over  it,  and  he  wrote 
more  cheerfully  than  he  has  for  a  long  time.  I  don't 
know  what  effect  this  new  turn  in  your  affairs  will  have 
on  him.  I  wouldn't  like  to  be  the  one  to  tell  him  of  it. 

I  have  had  the  splendid  letter  from  Eeny.  You  will 
answer  this  from  home,  and  I  must  wait  another  month. 
It  will  be  awfully  trying.  I  shall  want  to  be  there  so 
much  more,  knowing  you  are  in  the  old  haunts;  but  I 
won't  fuss  and  worry ;  I  hate  that  above  all  things.  One 
must  bear  cheerfully  what  comes,  and  that  stops  the 
worry. 

Ever,  dearest,  with  best  wishes  for  the  best  things  for 
you  this  world  or  the  next  can  ever  have  for  anybody, 

Your  doting 
HARRY. 
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XCIIL 

INDIANOLA,  November  11,  18 — . 

MY  DEAR  NED  :  You  know  as  well  as  I  do  what  you 
have  been  to  me  since  we  sat  at  the  same  desk  and 
learned  our  A,  B,  C's  together.  We  did  not  think  it 
made  any  difference  if  I  were  a  little  older  than  you. 
We  thought  we  belonged  to  each  other  and  should  never 
change.  In  our  teens  I  outgrew  you,  though  I  did  not 
want  to.  Since  then  we  have  never  quite  understood 
each  other;  at  least  our  intercourse  has  been  sadly 
marred  by  your  feelings  toward  me.  I  was  sorry,  but  I 
could  not  help  it.  You  understand  me  better  than  I 
can  express  myself. 

I  have  told  you  many  times  that  you  must  not  hope 
that  I  could  ever  marry  you.  The  very  listlessness  that 
my  "want  of  encouragement  seemed  to  produce  in  you 
constantly  widened  the  breach  between  us.  I  felt  that 
you  were  not  doing  right,  for  you  were  not  doing  your 
best,  and  were  not  developing  into  the  strong,  manly 
character  you  ought  to.  be. 

It  pains  me  to  prove  to  you  the  truth  of  my  past 
declarations  by  telling  you  that  I  expect  to  be  married 
to  Mr.  Lorends  very  soon.  What  effect  will  this  knowl 
edge  have  upon  you?  Will  it  make  you  more  listless, 
more  moping,  more  useless,  or  will  it  at  once  show  you 
that  it  is  perfect  nonsense  and  child's  play  to  grieve  over 
the  inevitable  and  to  hope  for  the  impossible?  Must  I 
and  other  friends  who  love  you  be  forced  by  your  own 
course  to  lose  our  respect  for  you  as  a  man  ?  You  must 
some  time  rouse  yourself  from  the  dream-life  you  have 
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dallied  in  for  the  past  two  years,  or  else  be  a  burden  to 
yourself  and  a  sorrow  to  your  friends.  You  have  every 
qualification  for  success  in  life,  every  opportunity  for 
happiness.  If  you  are  unsuccessful  or  unhappy  you  will 
have  no  one  to  blame  but  yourself. 

I  have  thought  that  perhaps  nothing  would  tend  more 
quickly  to  show  you  your  position  or  rouse  you  more  ef 
fectually  from  your  regret  for  the  past  than  to  know  I 
am  to  be  married.  Do,  dear  Ned,  I  beseech  you,  look 
the  matter  squarely  in  the  face.  I  could  not  let  any  one 
else  tell  you  this  but  myself.  I  do  want  to  see  you  fulfill 
the  promise  of  your  youth.  I  do  want  to  see  you  grow 
ing  and  developing  intellectually  and  spiritually,  as  a 
man  of  your  fine  caliber  ought.  I  want  to  be  an  in 
spiration  to  you,  instead  of  a  dead  weight  and  clog  to 
your  advancement,  as  I  have  been;  it  is  not  fair  to  me. 
Let  me  help  you  this  once.  If  you  will  be  happier  to  go 
abroad,  do  go  and  enter  with  zest  into  every  plan  of 
profitable  pleasure  you  can  devise.  If  you  feel  that  it 
will  be  best  for  you  to  enter  upon  your  life-work,  choos 
ing  either  business  or  a  profession,  go  at  it  with  a  will, 
and  determine  that  the  life  you  live  shall  better  the 
world  and  advance  yourself,  proving  you  the  child  of 
the  Father  that  you  are,  and  fulfilling  God's  law  of 
progression  to  higher  thought  and  action. 

I  know  you  can  do  this.  You  were  the  pluckiest  boy 
in  our  set,  and  there  was  not  a  better  student  in  it,  ten 
years  ago,  that  is  why  I  was  so  fond  of  you.  It  is  this 
miserable  habit  of  self-indulgence  that  has  done  more 
to  unman  you  than  any  other  one  thing.  Your  indul 
gence  in  smoking  is  only  one  form  of  it,  one  symptom, 
and  an  unmistakable  one.  It  is  a  bane  of  boyhood,  a 
curse  of  youth,  a  clincher  of  every  form  of  selfishness  in 
early  manhood,  and  one  rarely  finds  an  adult  who  at 
tempts  any  defense  of  the  habit,  or  that  rises  to  his  own 
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ideal  till  he  masters  it  totally.  Men  generally,  if  they 
have  given  any  thought  to  the  subject,  warn  youth 
against  it  and  regret  having  formed  the  wasteful,  ill- 
odored,  unreasonable  habit  themselves. 

If  God's  children  will  live  and  walk  in  the  Spirit,  as 
they  should,  they  will  not  fulfill  the  lusts  of  the  flesh  in 
any  direction  and  will  find  both  usefulness  and  happi 
ness  in  purity  and  unselfishness.  I  wish  you  would 
throw  the  stuff  in  the  fire,  where  it  belongs,  instead  of 
making  a  flue  of  your  handsome  mouth,  which  belongs 
to  the  good,  for  the  combustion  of  ill-odored  fuel  into 
still  more  ill-odored  fumes. 

Think  of  civilization  adopting  this  Indian  nostrum, 
this  horrid  habit  of  the  savages,  and  going  beyond  them 
in  its  use !  Is  that  Christian  civilization  ? 

You  know  I  always  liked  to  draw  an  uncompromising 
line  between  right  and  wrong,  good  and  evil.  Still,  I 
did  not  intend  to  make  this  letter  a  plea  against  this  one 
error,  Ned;  there  are  many  good  and  useful  men  who 
use  the  weed,  even  though  they  condemn  its  use.  If  you 
think  you  enjoy  it,  I  do  not  want  to  make  any  side  issues 
with  you.  I  only  want  to  urge  you  to  be  a  man  in  every 
sense  of  the  word,  and  the  more  you  overcome  self  and 
selfish  indulgence  in  every  way,  the  more  divine  strength 
will  develop  you  in  every  admirable,  happy,  and  pros 
perous  way.  I  will  write  no  more.  I  do  hope  you  will 
make  up  your  mind  to  love  me  in  the  old  way  we  loved 
before  we  knew  what  marrying  was,  and  that  you  will  let 
me  love  you  in  that  same  good  old  way.  We  ought  always 
to  be  good  friends.  If  you  have  grit  enough  to  stop 
moping  and  come  to  my  wedding,  I  will  think  more  of 
you  than  I  have  for  a  long  time. 

Now,  Ned,  you  need  not  answer  this  if  you  don't  want 
to.  Do  whatever  you  think  best.  Think  of  me  as  you 
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will,  I  shall  ever  think  of  you  as  you  ought  to  be;  nay, 
as  you  are,  the  good  son  of  the  good  Father  who  made 
man  in  His  own  likeness,  full  of  the  Spirit  of  power, 
whether  you  choose  to  work  it  out  and  to  manifest  your 
heavenly  birthright  or  not.  Ever  faithfully, 
Your  attached  friend, 

LOUISA  VARENA. 


LOUISA  VAKENA  273 


XCIV. 

NEW  T— ,  November  11,  18—. 

You  ASTOUNDING  OLD  FRAUD  :  To  think  of  your  get 
ting  ahead  of  me  in  this  sort  of  way!  And  to  Mr. 
Lorends!  Why,  Louise,  I  never  was  more  absolutely 
dumbfounded  in  my  life  !  You  always  were  doing  some 
thing  to  make  people  open  their  eyes,  and  yet  were  such 
a  saint  nobody  could  object.  You  just  coolly  walk  into 
a  ten,  twenty,  or  forty  thousand  a  year,  whatever  it  is, 
while  I  am  sitting  here  with  my  hands  folded,  waiting 
for  my  paragon,  my  Eeginald,  to  find  silver  out  in 
Colorado.  It  looks  now  as  though  I  should  have  to 
wait  until  a  whole  year  rolls  round ;  he  even  had  to  sug 
gest  next  September  in  his  last.  After  all,  it  will  be  a 
much  pleasanter  month  than  June,  though  I  do  relin- 
-quish  June  with  a  sigh.  We  haven't  struck  ore  yet,  and 
Eeginald  does  not  expect  to  be  able  to  come  East  until 
summer.  He  says  he  will  not  come  again  until  the 
value  of  the  ore  and  the  mine  is  beyond  question.  He 
will  not  have  the  doubts  and  sometimes  sneers  that  min 
ing  enterprises  that  are  slow  in  developing  are  certain  to 
bring.  When  he  does  come,  he  means  to  come  as  master 
of  the  situation,  and  I  think  he  is  right.  But  I  shall 
not  want  to  be  married  immediately  when  he  does  come, 
for  we  've  been  together  so  little  since  we  were  engaged 
that  I  want  to  have  at  least  one  delicious  month  with 
him  before  that  momentous  event  transpires. 

You  have  your  wish  to  have  me  at  your  wedding  as 
Miss  Roland.  My  precious  child,  my  heart  has  been 
equally  set  upon  having  you  at  mine  as  Miss  Varena, 

18 
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and  you  can  imagine  my  disappointment  and  chagrin. 
I  have  a  mind  to  tell  you  I  won't  be  meek  and  play  sec 
ond  fiddle  to  you  in  this  way.  What  will  I  do  without 
you  when  my  time  comes? 

Oh,  Louise,  how  could  you  be  thus  rash  and  take  a 
widower?  I  am  dazed  yet.  Poor  Neddie!  What  will 
become  of  him  ?  And  Mr.  Nantz  ?  I  never  would  have 
believed  it,  but  you  really  have  a  heart  of  adamant  to 
let  these  poor  fellows,  who  have  grown  up  with  you  and 
learned  to  love  you  through  years  of  vassalage,  drop 
like  lead  and  give  yourself  to  a  man  you  have  known 
only  a  few  weeks,  I  may  say,  for  has  he  not  been  off  in 
Europe  more  than  half  the  time  since  you  went  to  In- 
dianola  ? 

I  am  curious  to  see  what  manner  of  man  he  is.  Oh, 
how  I  wish  you  knew  my  lover !  However,  if  you  did, 
you  would  be  dissatisfied  with  Mr.  Lorends.  Well,  there 
is  one  good  thing  for  me  in  this  matter — you  are  com 
ing  home  soon.  Oh,  dear!  I  do  want  you  awfully.  I 
have  more  things  to  tell  you  than  you  can  imagine,  and 
have  just  as  many  to  ask  you.  I  would  give  kingdoms" 
if  you  were  to  be  my  sister,  but  this  settles  that  forever. 
I  can't  yet  tell  anything  about  going  to  Europe.  We 
must  just  wait  and  see  how  the  dear  fellow  takes  this 
news  from  you.  I  will  stand  by  him  through  thick  and 
thin,  and  if  it  will  do  him  any  good,  or  make  it  any 
easier  for  him,  I  will  go  with  him  to  Africa,  Australia, 
or  the  South  Sea  Islands." 

I  hope  and  believe  that  he  will  be  too  much  of  a 
man  to  let  anybody  know  what  it  will  cost  him  to 
give  you  up;  and  besides  this,  Aunt  Fanny,  bless  her 
heart,  has  been  helping  him  almost  as  much  as  Maud. 
He  looks  far  better  and  is  improving  in  every  way.  It 
is  perfectly  amazing  what  these  blessed  teachings  will 
do  when  they  are  willingly  received,  are  even  partially 
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understood  and  practically  applied.  Shakespeare  asks, 
"Canst  thou  minister  to  a  mind  diseased,  or  pluck 
from  the  memory  a  rooted  sorrow?"  "One  who  knows 
the  Truth  can  do  both,  can  do  all  things  through 
Christ's  strengthening."  I  would  not  be  back  on  the 
old  plane  I  was  on  a  year  ago  for  all  the  kingdoms  of  the 
world;  no,  indeed.  I  never  expect  to  have  another  fit 
of  the  cerulean  fiends  as  long  as  I  live.  How  can  one, 
when  we  know  all  is  and  must  be  Good,  and  in  this  great 
Truth  can  deny  the  tempter  and  overcome  the  fear  and 
the  temptation,  if  we  work  hard  enough  and  long  enough 
to  do  it? 

Well,  I  won't  write  any  more.  Hurry  and  come  home, 
and  let  us  talk,  talk ;  this  letter- writing  is  very  unsatis 
factory. 

Lovingly,  but  still  dazed  at  your  audacity, 

FRANK. 
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XCV. 

INDIANOLA,  November  11,  18 — . 

MY  DARLING  LITTLE  MOTHER  :  I  shall  be  with  you 
next  week.  Mr.  Lorends  came  day  before  yesterday.  I 
thought  it  would  be  best  to  go  home  without  announc 
ing  our  engagement.  I  felt  that  I  could  not  bear  it.  I 
did  not  know  how  his  mother  and  sister  would  receive 
the  unexpected  tidings,  nor  Carolyn,  or  even  Evangeline. 
After  I  had  gone,  if  I  were  missed,  I  thought  it  would 
be  easy  to  tell  them  I  should  be  back  to  leave  them  no 
more,  but  he  would  not  have  it  so.  He  brought  me  a 
diamond,  as  pure  and  perfect  as  his  love,  he  said,  and  I 
must  wear  it. 

Evangeline  was  in  tears  and  inconsolable  because  I 
was  going  to  leave  her,  notwithstanding  her  papa  had 
brought  two  more  little  cousins  as  playmates  for  her, 
and  she  was  told  that  she  need  not  have  any  more  lessons 
until  the  new  year,  and  that  her  aunty,  grandmamma, 
and  the  children  would  remain  during  my  absence. 
Carolyn,  when  she  heard  that  I  was  going  home,  said 
she  would  go  to  New  York  to  visit  Miss  Warner  and 
other  friends  while  I  was  away.  She  said  she  should 
miss  the  music  and  companionship  that  had  been  so 
enjoyable  the  months  past,  and  while  she  appreciated 
the  earnest  request  of  them  all  to  remain,  she  would 
rather  make  her  visit  while  I  was  away.  Indeed,  she 
might  prefer  the  city  for  the  winter,  as  she  had  not 
spent  a  winter  in  the  country  since  her  childhood. 

Mr.  Lorends  had  been  desirous  from  the  first  of  let 
ting  his  feeling  towards  me  be  known,  but  I  had  begged 
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him  not  to,  as  it  was  an  awkward  position  for  me,  and 
might  be  considered  equivocal  while  I  was  still  in  his 
service.  He  told  me  that  he  had  gone  to  Europe  in  the 
spring  principally  because  he  could  not  trust  himself  to 
be  near  me, -his  love  growing  stronger  every  day  and 
more  overmastering.  He  knew  that  self-conquest  was 
imperative,  and  his  work  abroad  had  been  the  severest 
self-testing  and  overcoming  of  the  bondage  to  self- 
indulgence  and  material  sense.  He  had  been  so  little  at 
home  since  to  further  test  himself,  lest  he  should  do  me 
injustice  by  a  premature  avowal  of  his  love.  Now  he 
felt  that  the  time  had  come,  and  I  must  consent  to  his 
using  his  own  judgment;  he  had  your  consent  and  would 
wait  no  longer. 

He  took  Evangeline  out  to  drive  and  told  her  that  I 
had  consented  to  be  his  wife  and  her  mamma,  and  was 
going  home  to  get  ready  to  come  back  and  stay  always. 
The  child  was  delighted,  he  said,  her  sorrow  turned  to 
joy.  She  came  bounding  into  the  hall  and  up-stairs  to 
my  room,  crying,  "I  'm  so  glad,  so  glad,  so  glad !  Oh, 
dear,  dear  Miss  Louise,  why  didn't  you  tell  me.  before  ?" 

I  calmed  her  and  explained,  and  she  nestled  so  close 
to  my  heart  that  it  made  me  very  happy.  "You 
dear,  dear  good  mamma;  you  will  truly  be  my  very 
own."  I  asked  her  to  say  nothing  about  it  until  I  told 
her  she  might,  and  she  said  she  would  not,  and  she  has 
not,  but  she  goes  about  holding  on  to  me  as  though  she 
had  a  sort  of  ownership,  which  would  be  amusing  if  it 
were  not  too  touching.  Oh,  how  thankful  I  am  that  the 
Father  has  given  a  real  divine  love  for  this  darling  little 
motherless  child  and  has  opened  in  her  own  heart  the 
same  fountain  of  Love. 

As  to  Carolyn,  when  I  found  she  was  not  going  to  re 
main  if  I  left  here,  and  that  Mr.  Lorends  had  told  all 
the  rest  of  the  family,  it  emboldened  me  to  tell  her  the 
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whole  truth;  and  I  really  wanted  to,  because  I  wanted 
her  and  Fanny  to  be  bridesmaids,  and  would  rather  ask 
her  face  to  face  than  to  write  after  reaching  home.  I 
cannot  tell  you,  mother  dear,  how  I  broached  the  sub 
ject  and  all  that  I  said,  but  I  did  say  that  I  was  going 
to  be  married  and  wanted  her  and  Fanny  to  be  brides 
maids.  She  seemed  greatly  surprised,  and  said : 

"Why,  I  thought  you  were  coming  back  after  the 
holidays?" 

"And  so  I  am/'  I  said. 

"And  when  are  you  going  to  be  married  ?" 

"Before  I  come  back." 

"And  to  whom,  pray?  You  bewilder  me.  What  do 
you  mean  ?" 

"Carol,  dear,"  I  said,  "I  hope  it  will  not  offend  you. 
Mr.  Lorends  has  asked  me  to  be  his  wife." 

She  covered  her  face  with  her  hands,  burying  it  in  my 
lap,  and  the  deep  flush  that  suffused  her  face,  even  to  the 
very  roots  of  her  hair  told  me  her  emotions  were  too  deep 
for  words.  I  had  feared  her  displeasure,  and  sat  pain 
fully  silent,  stroking  her  hair. 

She  rose  suddenly,  her  eyes  red  and  swollen,  kissed 
me,  and  said,  "Forgive  me,  dear;  I  shall  feel  better 
soon,"  and  ran  away  to  her  room.  Before  she  retired  she 
came  to  me  and  said  that  I  must  forgive  her  for  being  so 
surprised,  indeed,  shocked  at  my  disclosure.  She  had 
never  for  a  moment  suspected  it,  and  had  hoped  I  might 
be  interested  in  her  brother.  She  certainly  had  no  right 
to  interpose  any  objections,  and  felt  no  disposition  to 
do  so.  The  more  she  thought  of  it  the  more  she  saw 
it  could  but  result  happily,  as  Love  had  already  overcome 
conditions  almost  hopelessly  discordant. 

She  concluded  by  saying,  "While  it  does  go  awfully 
against  the  grain  somehow,  and  makes  me  as  mad  as 
fury,  I  don't  know  just  why,  you  have  won  all  our 
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hearts  by  loving  us  out  of  our  selfishness,  and  I  guess 
we  cannot  do  better  than  to  crown  you  queen  and  serve 
your  majesty  the  rest  of  our  lives.  I  have  tried  my 
best,  but  I  can't  imagine  any  state  of  affairs  that  will 
make  Indianola  more  of  a  home  to  us  all  than  to  have 
you  mistress  of  the  mansion,  so  here  is  a  kiss  for  my 
step — step — stepmamma;  and  I  '11  be  a  good  girl,  and 
be  bridesmaid  and  anything  else  that  is  her  sovereign 
pleasure." 

So  the  gale  ended.  I  am  glad  it  is  over  and  that  Mrs. 
Lorends  and  Marianna  have  congratulated  us,  grateful 
for  what  has  already  been  done  for  the  father  and  child, 
assured  that  all  would  be  happiness  if  selfishness  were 
indeed  ruled  out  and  love  continues  to  have  the  right  of 
way. 

Oh,  mother  dear,  if  they  only  knew,  "there  is  none 
good  but  One,"  "not  I,  but  Christ,"  "the  new  I";  but 
I  do  feel  relieved,  Dearest,  that  they  all  feel  as  they  do. 
Is  not  the  Good,  good  ?  I  shall  be  happier  getting  ready, 
feeling  that  all  is  understood,  and  will  do  my  very  best. 
If  we  walk  in  the  Spirit,  it  will  fulfill  itself  in  us  and 
for  us.  Be  strong  and  of  a  good  courage, 

LOUISE. 
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XCVI. 

INDIANOLA,  November  20,  18 — . 

DEAEEST  LOUISE:  Read  this  from  Ruskin  word  by 
word  and  over  again,  and  see  how  scientific  it  is : 

"The  temper  by  which  right  taste  is  formed  is  first 
patient.  It  dwells  upon  what  is  submitted  to  it.  It  does 
not  trample  upon  it,  lest  it  should  be  pearls,  even  though 
it  looks  like  -husks.  It  is  good  ground,  soft,  penetrable, 
retentive ;  it  does  not  send  up  thorns  of  unkind  thoughts 
to  choke  the  weak  seed;  it  is  hungry  and  thirsty,  too, 
and  drinks  all  the  dew  that  falls  upon  it.  It  is  an 
honest  and  good  heart  that  shows  no  too  ready  springing 
before  the  sun  is  up,  but  fails  not  afterwards.  It  is  dis 
trustful  of  itself,  so  as  to  be  ready  to  believe  and  to  try 
all  things,  and  yet  so  trustful  of  itself  that  it  will 
neither  quit  that  which  it  has  tried  nor  take  anything 
without  trying.  And  the  pleasure  that  it  has  in  things 
that  it  finds  true  and  good  is  so  great  that  it  cannot 
possibly  be  led  aside  by  any  tricks  of  fashion,  nor  dis 
eases  of  vanity ;  it  cannot  be  cramped  in  its  conclusions 
by  partialities  and  hypocrisies.  Its  visions  and  its  de 
lights  are  too  penetrating,  too  living,  for  any  white 
washed  object.  It  clasps  all  that  it  loves  so  hard  that  it 
crushes  it,  if  it  be  hollow." 

All  that,  dearest  Louise,  is  just  as  I  think  you  are,  or 
if  you  will  not  allow  me  to  say  that,  I  will  say  it  is  just 
exactly  what  you  are  becoming.  Every  sentence  re 
minded  me  more  and  more  of  you. 

Again  Ruskin  says:  "Our  purity  of  taste  is  best 
tested  by  its  universality,  for  if  we  can  only  like  this 
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thing  or  that,  we  may  be  sure  our  cause  for  liking  is  of 
a  finite  and  false  nature ;  but  if  we  can  perceive  beauty, 
as  there  is  harmony  in  everything  of  God's  doing,  we 
may  be  sure  that  we  have  reached  the  true  perception  of 
its  universal  laws.  Hence,  false  taste  may  be  known  by 
its  fastidiousness,  etc. ;  its  eye  is  always  upon  itself,  and 
it  tests  all  things  by  the  way  they  fit  it."  "But  true 
taste,  which  is  perception  of  Truth,  is  forever  growing, 
learning,  and  worshiping,  casting  its  shoes  from  off  its 
feet  because  it  finds  all  ground  holy,  testing  itself  by  the 
way  it  fits  things."  In  short,  you  will  see  it  is,  my  be 
loved  Louise,  bringing  itself  into  harmony  with  Divine 
Law,  with  Principle,  the  law  of  eternal  good  and  immut 
able  right. 

This  is  a  homily  rather  than  a  letter,  my  own, 
but  I  could  not  refrain  from  copying  these  admir 
able  passages  for  your  perusal.  You  have  read  them 
before,  in  "Modern  Painters."  The  two  preceding  chap 
ter  are  excellent,  also.  I  love  to  think  you  will  read 
these  very  words  as  I  have  written  them,  and  that  you 
will,  perhaps,  have  the  same  thoughts  that  have  given 
me  pleasure.  I  am  sure  you  see  how  scientific  these 
ideas  are,  and  how  the  best  thoughts  of  the  past  have 
been  preparing  for  the  glorious  Truth  that  is  now  given 
to  the  world  in  Divine  Science. 

Ruskin  is  most  devout,  full  of  high  and  holy  inspira 
tion  from  the  Living  Fountain. 

You  promise  me  in  your  short,  dear  note  just  re 
ceived,  that  you  will  write  me  a  long  letter  as  soon  as 
you  can,  and  that  until  then  I  must  believe  you  "love 
me  more  and  more."  A  thousand  blessings  for  this. 

Darling,  adieu.    With  a  thousand,  thousand  loves, 

Your 

JAMES. 
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XCVII. 

INDIANOLA,  November  30, 18 — . 

I  am  sure  my  own  darling,  precious  Louise  will  re 
ceive  with  pleasure  on  her  birthday  these  beautiful 
flowers  as  a  fragrant  and  sweet  token  of  my  affection, 
as  they  truly  typify  the  ever  recurring  freshness  and  ten 
derness  of  my  love. 

There  are  no  words  in  which  I  can  find  expression  for 
the  depth  and  fervor  of  my  fondness  for  you,  or  the 
sense  of  my  indebtedness  to  you  for  all  the  happiness 
that  has  come  to  me  and  mine. 

There  is  no  duty  that  has  fallen  upon  you  that  you 
have  not  more  than  fulfilled  with  a  devotedness,  a  grace, 
and  a  beautiful  faith  that  sanctifies  the  image  of  your 
person  and  character  in  my  inmost  heart. 

No  changes  that  time  can  bring  can  impair  the  at 
tractiveness  of  that  image  which  will  always  remain  a 
priceless  treasure  to  Your  devoted 

LOVER. 
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XCVIII. 

INDIANOLA,  December  10,  18 — . 

It  seems  a  long  time,  my  own  dearest  Louise,  since  you 
wrote  the  last  charming  letter  now  before  me.  I  read 
it  over  again  last  night  after  I  had  retired,  and  again 
after  I  awoke  and  kissed  you  good-morning.  I  slept 
with  it  and  your  own  darling  image  near  my  heart.  I 
sometimes  wonder  how  I  tell  you  with  so  little  hesita 
tion  of  my  fondness  for  you.  But  I  am  sure,  my  be 
loved,  you  will  not  regard  these  ardent  expressions  of 
love  as  marks  of  weakness.  A  pure,  a  manly,  and  an  en 
lightened  and  reasonable  passion,  however  ardent,  can 
give  no  evidence  of  weakness. 

Of  such  a  character  is  that  which  I  feel,  darling,  for 
you.  No  solitary  intruding  doubt  lingers  to  cast  even 
a  shadow  to  obscure  the  radiance  with  which  it  fills  my 
heart.  You  are  just  as  I  would  have  you.  If  you  had 
no  imperfections,  if  you  knew  more  than  you  do,  how 
could  I  be  compensated  for  being  deprived  of  the  ex 
quisite  pleasure  of  growing  in  all  true  knowledge  and 
in  the  love  of  good  with  you  ?  This  is  the  highest  theme 
upon  which  we  can  dwell  to  attain  more  exalted  alti 
tudes  of  thought  and  action. 

My  love  for  you — have  I  not  told  you  this  too  often  ? 
— had  not  its  origin  in  the  fanciful  reveries  of  immature 
and  romantic  youth,  when  the  heart  often  becomes  be 
wildered  and  entranced  in  the  mazes  of  its  own  ecstatic 
imagings,  and  believes  with  an  enthusiasm  that  will  not 
admit  a  doubt  that  it  has  found  the  counterpart  neces- 
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sary  to  future  happiness.  How  many,  alas,  of  these 
bright  fancies  have  been  dispelled  as  time  has  disrobed 
the  spring  of  life  of  its  garniture  of  fragrant  and  gaudy 
blossoms  and  disclosed  no  real  fruitage  to  ripen  into  joy. 

How  many  have  been  made  unhappy  by  heeding  the 
siren  melody  of  rapturous,  thoughtless,  unreason 
ing,  but  glowing  youthful  passion  and  have  only  awak 
ened  from  a  brief  dream  of  pleasure  to  find  themselves 
united  with  one  dissimilar  in  taste,  different  in  capacity, 
and  uncongenial  in  thought  and  sentiment  and  habit. 

I  trust  we  have  both  passed  this  danger.  In  the 
spiritual  we  are  surely  secure.  Your  exquisite  picture, 
with  its  refinement  of  coloring  and  spiritual  expression 
— how  can  I  ever  thank  you  enough  for  sending  it  thus 
promptly  and  opportunely  as  a  Christmas  token,  to 
keep  me  company  in  your  absence  ?  It  lies  before  me  as 
I  write,  and  what  a  comfort  it  is !  Beloved,  it  does  not 
make  an  idolater  of  me;  it  is  only  a  symbol,  as  is  the 
fair  personality  only  a  symbol  of  the  real  that  you  are. 
I  have  shown  it  to  them  all,  and  they  think  it  exquisite. 
Did  I  do  wrong?  No,  I  love  their  sympathy  in  my  love 
for  you.  Our  mother,  our  sister,  our  own  Evangeline  all 
share  it  and  rejoice  with  me  in  your  love. 

The  brotherhood  of  Truth  and  Love  supercedes  and 
surpasses  the  ties  of  earthly  kinship.  These  human  rela 
tions  can  only  be  truly  and  happily  fulfilled  through  the 
inspiration  of  the  higher  Law  of  the  divine  Mind  gov 
erning  them  and  eliminating  their  selfish  tendencies. 

I  am  truly  glad  to  know  how  happy  you  are  with  your 
loved  ones.  My  dearest  Louise,  do  not  try  to  do  too 
much.  The  sense  of  repose  and  freedom  in  one's  own 
home  is  so  delightful  I  want  you  thoroughly  to  enjoy  it. 

I  sympathize  with  your  thought  that  you  cannot  en 
joy  "Modern  Painters"  as  you  did,  although  you  ap 
preciate  its  beauty  and  truth,  for  I  feel,  too,  that  none 
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but  the  purest  spiritual  lore,  worked  out  into  practical 
living  day  by  day,  can  henceforth  satisfy  us.  Having 
once  grasped,  however  faintly,  "the  reality  and  order  of 
being,"  we  can  begin  to  live  in  a  small  degree  as  our 
Master  lived,  teaching  and  fulfilling  the  Law  of  being, 
and  so  do  our  part  towards  establishing  the  reign  of  har 
mony  on  earth.  How  wonderful  is  this  volume !  Truly 
"Science  is  health,"  mental  and  physical.  I  read  and 
reread,  never  weary,  never  willing  to  lay  down  the  book. 

Every  thought  is  from  that  Living  Fountain  from 
which  Jesus  promised  should  flow  "rivers  of  living 
waters"  for  human  sustenance  and  refreshment,  that 
man  might  drink  thereof  and  "live  forever." 

Into  what  unity  of  thought  and  feeling  this  Science 
of  Christ  has  brought  us  and  will  bring  the  world — all 
of  One  Mind.  Our  habits  of  thought,  our  tastes,  must 
grow  more  and  more  into  perfect  accord,  even  the  won 
derful  oneness  of  John  17th,  than  which  we  can  conceive 
no  greater  blessedness.  I  know  you  are  practically 
purer  and  better  than  I  am,  a  thousand  times  so,  but  in 
this  I  shall  try  to  become  more  and  more  like  you.  I  am 
sure,  my  darling  Louise,  if  you  could  thoroughly  know 
how  every  thought  of  you  chastens  and  inspires  me  to 
the  faithful  performance  of  every  duty,  you  would  feel  a 
true  and  thrilling  pleasure  and  one  worth  cherishing. 

How  innumerable  are  the  places  on  which  memory 
lingers  as  it  recalls  my  last  summer's  thoughts,  or, 
rather,  hopes  of  you,  now  so  entirely  realized.  Your 
dear  image  is  associated  with  every  hope  and  joy  and 
triumph  of  this  most  memorable  year  of  my  life. 

How  I  covet  the  power,  my  own  best-beloved  Louise, 
to  make  you  perfectly  happy,  and  how  it  would  grieve 
me  to  ever  cause  you  a  pang.  "There  is  a  world  of  hap 
piness,"  indeed,  in  the  idea  that  "we  may  exalt  and 
purify  each  other,"  that  we  may  improve  together.  I 
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could  not  write  to  you  as  I  do,  darling,  if  I  felt  con 
scious  of  the  shadow  of  a  doubt  of  my  entire,  devoted, 
and  fond  affection  for  you.  If  I  have  won  your  heart, 
it  was  because  I  first  thoroughly  loved  and  appreciated 
it  and  approached  you  as  I  am. 

You  are  not  tired,  darling,  reading  this  long  letter? 
It  has  been  a  pleasure  to  you,  I  am  sure,  has  it  not  ?  But 
I  can't  think  for  a  moment  that  it  has  put  me  out  of 
your  debt.  Never  while  I  can  look  into  this  dear  face 
and  read  these  fond  assurances  of  your  love,  as  you  tell 
me  you  love  me  more  and  more  every  day,  can  I  think 
of  getting  out  of  your  debt.  I  am  always,  now,  and 
ever  shall  be  your  debtor. 

Let  us  make  a  compact.  "Let  us,  dea/r,  always  con 
sider  ourselves  in  each  other's  debt"  Oh,  if  the  wedded 
knew  the  blessing  and  joy  of  living  this  lore  of  love, 
earth  would  be  a  paradise  to-day.  Eecrimination,  dis 
cord,  each  blaming  the  other !  Alas,  alas,  how  much  of 
it  there  seems  to  be,  and  what  sad,  awful  results  on 
every  hand  we  see  because  of  it, 

It  is  my  chief  joy  to  write  you,  dearest.  I  know  not 
where  or  when  to  stay  the  pen,  for  the  thoughts  are  in 
exhaustible.  I  feel  an  intense  desire  to  see  you.  It 
seems  almost  impossible  to  wait  the  appointed  time ;  but 
I  have  not  been  schooled  in  vain.  I  can  wait,  rejoicing 
with  you  in  the  joyful  life  that  is  now  yours  with  your 
dearest  at  home,  not  wanting  to  rob  them  or  you  of  one 
hour  of  it.  Your  little  notes,  busy  as  you  are,  are 
enough,  filling  my  heart  with  great  gratitude  and  joy, 
and  I  can  write  its  fullness  out  to  you.  All  send  warm 
est  love.  The  children  seem  very  happy  and  contented. 
I  see  the  fruits  of  your  good  work  daily.  Evangeline 
has  written  you  and  loves  to  do  so.  I  hope  your  supply 
of  fresh  and  fragrant  flowers  has  never  failed.  They 
are  Indianola's  grateful  tribute  to  you. 
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Adieu.    Believe  me  always,  my  own  charming  Louise, 
most  tenderly  and  affectionately  yours. 

"My  bounty  is  as  boundless  as  the  sea, 
My  love  as  deep ;  the  more  I  give  to  thee 
The  more  I  have,  for  both  are  infinite." 

JAMES. 
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XCIX. 

INDIANOLA,  December  15, 18 — . 

How  can  I  bless  you  and  love  you  enough,  my  dear, 
incomparable  Louise,  for  your  charming  letter,  the 
sweetest  of  all  you  have  ever  written  me,  which  I  have 
just  this  moment  received. 

I  went  to  the  post-office  to  mail  some  letters,  but  hav 
ing  received  your  letter,  written  Saturday,  scarcely  al 
lowed  myself  to  expect  that  I  might  possibly  receive  an 
other.  I  cannot,  my  dear  Louise,  describe  to  you  the 
pleasure  which  your  note  gives  me. 

If  my  power  to  bestow  were  commensurate  with  my  af 
fection  for  you,  your  possessions  would  be  illimitable 
and  your  happiness  perfect.  As  it  is,  the  most  valuable 
treasure  I  can  give  you  is  my  entire  heart,  which  knows 
no  aspirations  save  such  as  may  promote  your  happiness, 
and  which  I  am  sure  will  never  tire  of  embracing  you 
with  growing  fondness. 

If  my  fondest,  most  devoted  love,  my  own  darling, 
flowing  from  the  fountain  of  divine  Love — the  source  of 
all  true  love — makes  you  happy,  you  may  dismiss  all 
apprehensions  concerning  the  future. 

I  am  sure  I  .know  the  character  of  my  attachment  for 
you  thoroughly,  dearest  Louise,  and  it  is  impossible  for 
me  to  imagine  how  it  could  be  more  pure  and  perfect 
than  it  is. 

Your  own, 

JAMES. 
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SAN  FBANCISCO,  November  21,  18 — . 

MY  DEAR  Miss  LOUISE:  If  there  is  a  man  on  God's 
green  earth  good  enough  for  you,  it  has  been  my  mis 
fortune  never  to  have  met  him,  and  until  I  have  the 
pleasure  of  meeting  Mr.  Lorends  my  congratulations 
must  all  be  to  him.  I  hope,  however,  when  I  come  to 
know  him  to  be  able  sincerely  to  congratulate  you  on 
having  found  a  man  entirely  worthy  of  you.  This  is 
the  highest  compliment  possible  to  pay  to  any  man. 

I  have  such  confidence  in  your  estimate  of  men  and 
things,  know  so  well  your  nobility  of  character  and  pur 
ity  of  heart,  as  to  realize  that  you  could  never  fix  your 
affections  upon  an  unworthy  object.  Consequently  I 
will  try  to  view  Mr.  Lorends  with  your  eyes. 

You  don't  know  how  much  I  appreciate  your  letter. 
It  was  kind  to  write  me  promptly,  though  it  was  a  great 
and — sad  surprise.  You  have  no  friend  more  interested 
in  all  that  concerns  you  than  I,  and  you  can  easily  be 
lieve  my  congratulations  to  Mr.  Lorends  sincere.  They 
cost  me  no  little  effort,  and  are  not  lightly  given.  I 
have  always  considered  your  happiness  beyond  my  own, 
and  now  if  I  can  be  ever  so  little  a  factor  in  its  promo 
tion,  you  know  I  will  be  so,  don't  you  ?  God  bless  you. 
Yes,  I  will  overcome  and  overcome,  until  I  can  rise  above 
myself. 

My  fondly  loved  Louise,  I  will  say  it  now  for  the  last 
time — you  cannot  command  silence — you  are  dear — 
dear — dearest  to  me  of  all  the  beings  on  earth.  I  have 
loved  you  with  all  the  ardor  of  my  free,  full,  strong, 
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young,  pure  heart,  grown  to  manhood  as  its  first  and  only 
love,  save  of  my  Heavenly  Master;  He  is  and  ever  has 
been  first.  My  early  consecration  to  Him  was  profound 
and  fervent;  and  more  profoundly  because  I  know  my 
oneness  with  my  risen  Saviour,  who  sounded  all  the 
depths  of  human  sorrow,  I  have  consecrated  myself  to 
Him  anew,  thankful  beyond  all  words  that  this  great 
spiritual  Light  has  come  to  me,  so  illuminating  my  being 
that  even  the  pain  of  giving  you  up  seems  chastened 
into  peace.  I  have  a  living  message  now  that  the  Day 
Star  has  risen  in  my  own  heart,  for  all  who  suffer  in  this 
dream-life.  There  is  nothing  true,  nothing  real  but  the 
spiritual;  and  naught,  not  even  losing  you  and  my 
long-cherished  hopes  can  rob  me  of  a  ray  of  it.  The 
Captain  of  our  salvation  suffered  and  was  even  so  per 
fected.  Having  suffered  I  can  better  sympathize  with 
and  help  the  suffering.  I  am  better  now  that  I  have 
given  vent  to  my  pent-up  feelings.  I  thought  they  were 
all  subdued  and  began  fairly — calmly — did  I  not  ?  And 
— so  I  end. 

Why  write  more?  Lawrence  is  full  of  this  theme; 
can  think  of  nothing  else,  I  am  sure,  and  yet  delicately 
avoids  the  subject  with  me.  He  will  be  at  home  in  am 
ple  time.  I  am  thankful  now  that  the  wide  expanse  of 
continent  lies  between  us,  and  that  I  shall  have  much 
time  for  fuller  self-conquest  and  greater  self-renuncia 
tion  before  we  meet. 

In  the  love  and  service  of  Truth,  of  Christ  and  His 
Church,  henceforth  and  forever, 

Your  devoted  brother, 

ROBERT  A.  NANTZ. 
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SAN  FRANCISCO,  November  21,  18 — . 

MY  DEAR,  MY  NAUGHTY  SISTER  :  Are  you  indeed,  my 
own  Louise,  to  treat  us  so  ?  I  should  not  have  been  more 
surprised  if  Harry  had  written  me  that  he,  the  beardless 
boy,  was  going  to  be  married,  or  mother.  Married — our 
Louise?  Married — and  not  to  Mr.  Nantz?  He  has  not 
said  one  word  except  that  you  had  written  him.  The 
saint !  Why,  Louise,  he  hasn't  seemed  like  himself  since 
he  left  home,  and  since  your  letter  came  he  has  been 
away  (where?)  until  just  now,  when  he  came  in  and 
gave  me  his  letter  to  mail  with  mine.  He  did  not  even 
smile  when  he  told  me  I  would  be  at  home  for  the  wed 
ding.  Well,  listen  to  me.  I  shall  steer  clear  of  "ye 
woming."  You,  my  paragon,  the  perfect  one,  to  treat 
a  man  like  this — and  such  a  man !  What  might  the  rest 
of  women  do  ?  I  'm  glad  I  'm  a  student ;  I  can  get  along 
without  them.  It  seems  to  me  you  must  have 'the  heart 
of  a  nether  millstone  to  go  and  marry  a  stranger,  a 
strange  old  man,  when  this  good,  lovely  young  man  has 
been  such  a  friend  to  you  and  to  us  all  so  long.  I  never 
heard  him  say  anything  directly,  but  no  one  could  be 
with  him  as  I  have  been  without  knowing  his  devotion, 
and  I  have  always  taken  it  for  granted  that  some  day  he 
would  be  my  brother,  never  doubting  your  love  for  him. 
What  a  dull,  blind  boy  I  have  been,  thinking  I  knew  my 
own  Louise  if  no  one  else  did.  Louise,  I  don't  know  how 
to  forgive  you,  and  how  he  can  be  so  meek  is  beyond  me. 
I  wish  I  were  near  enough  to  give  you  a  pommeling; 
I  'd  do  it,  and  no  doubt  Harry  and  Ned  would  help  me, 
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and  the  whole  home  crowd.     What  ails  you,  Louisa 
Varena  ?    Are  you  daft  ? 

I  've  growled  enough,  given  you  a  piece  of  my  mind, 
and  only  a  small  piece,  but  I  '11  stop.  Words  can't  ex 
press  my  feelings.  Mr.  Nantz  has  found  many  friends, 
and  I,  some  who  knew  father  when  he  was  here.  It  is 
but  a  few  hours'  ride  up  to  Stockton.  We  intend  to  go 
up  there  soon  and  then  to  the  big  red-wood  trees,  thence 
down  to  Sacramento  and  Marysville,  and  back  by  way 
of  a  ranch  of  one  of  Mr.  Nantz's  friends.  We  shall  prob 
ably  see  the  Yosemite,  the  geysers  of  California,  and 
some  of  the  fine  views  of  the  Sierra  Nevada.  The  world 
has  no  equal  to  this  magnificent  State.  This  is  the  fact 
in  numberless  respects.  It  is  worth  seeing,  worth  time 
and  money  to  me,  a  peculiar  and  wonderful  physical 
geography,  an  altogether  singular  and  interesting  type 
of  people,  and  a  grand  museum  of  natural  curiosities,  as 
well  as  a  depot  of  importations  of  the  people  and  pro 
ductions  of  the  isles  and  empires  of  the  Pacific. 

Mr.  Nantz  and  I  stroll  about  the  city  every  day  or 
evening.  The  library  is  an  elegant  place  of  resort,  and 
there  are  many  other  places  of  rare  interest  within  doors 
and  out.  It  would  rejoice  mother's  heart  to  see  our 
choice  hot-house  plants,  fuchias,  geraniums,  heliotropes, 
verbenas,  and  roses  growing  into  great  bushes  out  of 
doors,  large  porches  literally  covered  with  them  and  the 
flowers  of  luxuriant  size.  Then  there  are  the  Chinese  and 
Japanese  stores,  the  shipping  in  the  fine  harbors,  the 
forts,  the  markets  equal  to  any  great  fair.  Oh,  Louise, 
there  is  no  end  of  things  to  tell  you ;  my  journal  this  far 
was  all  right,  but  here  there  is  too  much  to  see  and  too 
little  time  to  write  it  out;  and  now  I  can't  half  enjoy  it 
thinking  of  you,  and  dear,  dear  Mr.  Nantz — you  horrid 
— I  was  going  to  say  wretch,  but  I  won't. 

The  time  will  soon  come  for  starting  homeward, 
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bidding  adieu  to  many  friends,  packing  up  mementoes 
of  our  grand  trip.  I  am  glad  we  came  much  of  the  way 
ponyback,  for  we  would  have  neither  time  nor  patience 
for  that  sort  of  thing  on  the  home  stretch.  The  grand 
Central  Pacific  route  will  be  a  new  experience.  Until 
we  meet.  Your  fond  but  indignant  brother, 

LAWEENCE. 
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NEW  T — ,  January  2,  18 — . 

MY  DEAREST  GE-O:  As  I  promised  to  tell  you  all 
about  it,  give  ear,  or  rather  eye.  The  wedding  is  over. 
The  die  is  cast ;  and,  though  it  has  all  come  about  grad 
ually,  I  am  half  dazed  yet. 

The  bride  was  simplicity  itself.  She  would  not  wear 
a  single  ornament,  though  she  could  not  prevent  Mr. 
Lorends  getting  her  some  beautiful  jewels,  both  dia 
monds  and  pearls,  and  almost  every  one  gave  her  per 
sonal  gifts.  I  was  vexed  with  her  about  it,  but  when 
she  walked  into  the  little  church  with  her  brother  Henry, 
and  stood  in  the  full  blaze  of  light  that  we  had  ar 
ranged,  I  could  but  commend  her  pure  taste,  for  she 
was  radiantly  beautiful.  She  looked  like  an  angel  just 
alighted  on  earth.  The  under  dress  of  silk  gleamed 
through  the  veiling  gauze,  and  the  soul  beamed  out  in 
living  light  as  she  raised  her  glorious  eyes  to  greet  us 
when  the  ceremony  was  over. 

Mr.  Lorends  was  dignity  itself,  and  yet  urbane  and 
overflowing  with  happiness.  Mr.  Nantz  performed  the 
ceremony.  Fanny  tells  me  he  was  a  devoted  lover  of 
Louise ;  there  is  no  accounting  for  taste.  To  me  he  was 
one  of  the  most  charming,  attractive  men  I  have  ever 
met.  Not  handsome,  but  with  a  fine,  strong  face,  indi 
cating  high  principle,  his  manners  very  gentlemanly. 
He  has  just  returned  from  the  West,  full  of  enthusiasm 
over  its  wonderful  scenes  and  the  spiritual  and  mental 
freedom  gained  in  traversing  its  vast  plains  and  stu 
pendous  mountain  ranges.  How  Louise  could  have 
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chosen  Mr.  Lorends  and  given  him  the  cold  shoulder 
passes  all  understanding. 

I  am  staying  with  Fanny  Eoland.  They  are  charm 
ing  people  and  their  home  elegant.  Mr.  Roland  is  a 
manufacturer  and  evidently  a  leader  in  the  town,  which 
is  not  large.  Most  of  the  people  are  mill  hands. 

Above  on  the  hills  are  scattered  the  homes  of  the 
wealthy  and  those  who  are  able  to  have  homes  of  their 
own.  Mrs.  Varena's  pretty  cottage  is  just  across  the 
lawn  from  here.  The  families  have  always  been  inti 
mate. 

But  you  don't  care  for  this.  Lawrence  Varena  was 
my  escort,  rather  young,  but  tall,  the  student  of  the 
family,  just  returned  from  the  West,  where  he  has  been 
some  months  with  Mr.  Nantz,  his  tutor.  He  is  looking 
the  picture  of  health,  though  Mrs.  Varena  says  he  has 
heretofore  been  delicate.  He  would  have  been  best  man, 
as  Harry,  the  elder  brother,  was  to  give  away  the  bride, 
but  Fanny  was  first  bridesmaid,  which  was  quite  right, 
as  they  were  such  old  friends,  and  with  her  usual 
thoughtfulness  Louise  and  Mr.  Lorends  planned  a  great 
surprise  for  her. 

She  has  a  lover,  whom  she  did  not  expect  to  see  for 
six  months.  Mr.  Lorends  was  a  friend  of  his,  but 
neither  she  nor  Louise  had  known  of  it.  In  arranging 
for  the  Avedding,  Louise  wished  he  might  be  here,  when, 
as  usual,  her  wish  came  to  pass.  Mr.  Lorends  at  once 
announced  his  high  regard  for  the  young  man  and  in 
vited  him  to  be  best  man. 

It  was  kept  a  profound  secret.  They  were  wise 
enough  not  to  tell  anybody.  Fanny  was  anxiously  look 
ing  for  the  expected  stranger,  when  on  the  wedding 
night  Mr.  Lorends  presented  her  lover  in  full  dress. 
Fanny  nearly  fainted,  but  quickly  rallied,  and  they 
were  the  observed  of  all  observers.  They  were  tempted 
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to  be  married  on  the  spot,  but  as  he  is  to  be  East  a 
month,  Fanny  declares  it  is  better  than  a  wedding,  for 
they  have  scarcely  seen  each  other  since  their  engage 
ment. 

Ge-o,  I  have  learned  so  much  since  you  left  me  that 
you  would  not  know  me.  I  do  not  know  myself.  Every 
thing  seems  changed  in  and  around  me.  The  very 
sky  looks  bluer  and  the  earth  fairer,  despite  its  winter 
rustiness.  To  see  me  jollying  with  these  jolly  folk,  as 
though  I  had  known  them  all  my  life,  you  would  won 
der  where  my  pride  and  misanthropic  determination  to 
be  a  recluse  had  vanished. 

Mrs.  Varena  is  an  angel,  and  the  children  seraphs. 
Why,  you  never  dreamed  of  such  peace  and  harmony  as 
is  under  their  unpretentious  roof.  Ethel  is  very  much 
like  Louise,  and  even  the  boys,  though  they  are  boys 
and  not  a  bit  unmanly,  are  such  gentlemen,  not  teasing 
or  rude,  and  their  devotion  to  Louise  is  touching. 

After  the  marriage  all  came  here,  as  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Roland  insisted  upon  giving  the  reception.  Their  house 
is  large  and  adapted  to  entertaining,  and  they  are  full 
of  joy  and  gratitude  for  their  little  daughter  Maud's 
restoration  to  health,  after  being  crippled  and  suffering 
for  five  years.  She  is  sixteen,  and  the  happiest  creature. 
When  her  papa  put  his  arms  around  her  and  they  waltzed 
down  the  long  drawing-room,  every  one  stood  back,  and 
tears  glistened  in  many  eyes  despite  the  cheers  and  re 
joicings.  As  if  by  inspiration  Mr.  Nantz  stepped  for 
ward,  raised  his  hand,  and  said  most  reverently:  "It  is 
very  meet,  right,  and  our  bounden  duty  that  we  should 
at  all  times  and  in  all  places  give  thanks  unto  thee,  0 
Lord  Almighty,  everlasting  God."  Then  all  sang, 
"Therefore  with  angels  and  archangels,  and  with  all  the 
company  of  heaven,  we  laud  and  magnify  thy  glorious 
Name;  evermore  praising  thee  and  saying,  Holy,  holy, 


LOUISA  VARENA  297 

holy,  Lord  God  of  hosts;  heaven  and  earth  are  full  of 
thy  glory.  Glory  be  to  thee,  0  Lord  most  high.  Amen." 

Doctor  White  gave  the  benediction.  It  all  seemed  like 
the  holiness  and  joy  of  heaven  right  on  earth. 

I  tell  you,  old  boy,  there  is  more  in  their  philosophy 
than  we,  or  mankind  in  general,  ever  dreamed  of,  and  I 
am  fully  determined  to  learn  all  there  is  in  it  for  me. 

Fanny  Roland  tells  me  they  were  all  as  unhappy  as 
ever  we  could  have  been  at  home  a  year  ago,  that  every 
thing  seemed  wrong,  and  everybody  to  be  wrong.  To 
use  her  words :  "Everybody  was  out  of  tune.  Maud  was 
ill  and  in  agony  most  of  the  time.  I  was  cross  and  dis 
satisfied,  though  I  didn't  know  why;  Lorie  good  for 
nothing,  papa  worried,  mamma  nervous,  and  the  chil 
dren  kept  in  a  chronic  state  of  suppression  that  made 
them  fretful. 

"We  had  everything  that  money  could  buy,  but  it  did 
us  no  good.  I  thought  it  was  wicked  to  be  rich  when 
other  people  were  poor,  and  expected  we  would  all  be 
punished  for  it  by  following  poor  Dives  into  the  burning 
pit" 

Oh,  I  cannot  tell  you  all  she  said,  but  she  ended  by 
saying  that  she  would  not  give  up  what  she  had  learned 
this  year  for  all  the  wealth  they  had  and  the  whole  world 
in  the  bargain,  that  it  was  truly  heaven  on  earth,  that 
no  one  could  have  been  more  prejudiced  against  these 
teachings,  old  as  Christianity,  but  new  to  this  age,  than 
she  and  her  parents  were ;  but  nevertheless  they  had  done 
all  this  for  them,  when  they  were  willing  to  accept  them. 

She  has  urged  me  to  study  and  learn  for  myself  what 
this  "good  news"  really  is;  tells  me  that  it  is  the  secret 
of  the  health  and  happiness  of  Mrs.  Varena,  Louise,  and 
all  of  her  family.  Before  they  knew  this  real  Christian 
ity  they  had  had  much  sickness,  and  Doctor  Varena  had 
been  ill  a  long  time  before  he  died.  I  am  going  to  do  it, 
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Ge-o;  I  am  going  to  learn  this  heavenly  lore  of  Love. 
If  you  hear  that  I  am  crazy,  a  crank,  don't  be  alarmed ; 
I  will  be  in  good  company. 

All  Mr.  Lorends'  family  were  at  the  wedding,  in 
proper  trim,  and  the  children  delighted  to  be  floras  and 
pages.  All  came  to  the  reception,  and  then  left  on  the 
midnight  train  for  Philadelphia,  having  an  especial 
sleeper,  to  give  them  abundant  time  in  the  morning. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Lorends — how  strange  that  sounds  to  us 
above  all  others!  How  we  once  hated  that  name,  and 
now  I  love  it!  I  deserve  all  I  have  suffered.  I  do 
think,  George,  I  can  overcome  my  wilfulness  and  pride. 
Until  I  went  to  Indianola  last  summer  I  had  planned 
a  life  of  isolated  misery.  I  never  expected  to  trust  or 
care  for  any  of  mankind  but  you,  who  were  to  share  my 
loneliness,  in  spite  of  your  vigorous  protests. 

I  never  saw  any  way  out  until  now,  and  I  am  going  to 
follow  Him  who  declared  and  proved  the  true  way  of 
living,  not  dead  historical  records,  and  ceremonies  about 
One  who  lived  and  died  on  earth  centuries  and  centuries 
ago,  but  living  now.  As  I  understand  it  from  Louise, 
Christ  was  the  Life,  the  divinity  that  wrought  was 
manifested  through  or  by  the  man  Jesus,  our  Lord. 
Every  man,  woman,  and  child  has  this  life,  which,  if 
yielded  to,  will  prove  itself  to  be  good,  divine.  Louise 
showed  me  in  the  Bible  where  it  says,  "This  is  the  true 
light,  that  lighteth  every  man  that  cometh  into  the 
world/' 

If  he  can  do  for  me  what  he  has  done  for  all  these  dear 
people,  I  shall  expect  congratulations.  They  certainly 
have  something  very  much  to  be  desired,  and  I  want  it 
and  am  going  to  work  for  it  if  needs  be,  until  I  get  it. 

This  new  view  of  life  seems  so  wonderful  to  me  that 
I  have  run  off  the  track.  Mr.  Lorends  and  Louise  will 
go  to  Niagara,  where  Louise  has  never  been.  It  is 
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grand  in  winter,  as  you  know,  thence  to  New  York, 
Boston,  all  the  eastern  cities.  I  am  glad  for  her.  She 
has  never  seen  them. 

Now,  dear  brother,  I  have  exhausted  my  view  of  the 
subject.  If  you  want  anything  more,  you  will  have  to 
ask  questions.  With  more  love  than  ever,  and  truer  love, 

Your  sister, 
CAROLYN. 

I  have  just  returned  to  my  pen  after  taking  this  letter 
to  Louise  to  read.  She  is  delighted  with  the  account  of 
things  I  have  given  you,  especially  with  my  determina 
tion  to  seek  and  follow  the  Good.  She  says  through  this 
letter  you  share  in  our  pleasures,  and  she  is  happy  at 
the  thought.  She  and  Mr.  Lorends  send  you  much  love, 
hoping  to  welcome  you  to  Indianola  at  the  earliest  possi 
ble  time;  and  she  bids  me  tell  you  that  she  owes  you  a 
debt  of  gratitude  for  your  kindness  to  her  when  she  was 
only  the  governess. 
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cm. 

INDIANOLA,  New  Year's  Night,  18 — . 

MOTHER  DEAREST:  I  have  dedicated  this  night  to 
you.  They  are  all  down  in  the  great  drawing-room 
winding  up  the  day's  jollification.  Mother  Lorends, 
Marianna,  Sister  Charlotte  and  her  family,  Brother  Dick 
and  his  dear  little  son,  Carolyn,  George,  whose  three 
years'  cruise  is  over,  and  Mr.  Nantz.  Only  think  how 
rich  our  Evangeline  is  now  with  all  these  dear  ones  to 
love  and  to  love  her ;  how  loving  she  should  be ! 

It  is  three  years  to-night  since  the  wedding — three 
halcyon  years,  not  without  their  trials  and  tears,  yet 
Truth  and  Love  have  ever  been  all  sufficient  in  the  end. 
Sometimes  the  clouds  have  seemed  dark  and  sunshine 
long  in  dissipating  them,  but,  true  to  Principle,  how 
rich  the  reward  of  faithful  work  and  patient  waiting. 

As  I  look  back  and  think  of  you,  you  precious,  blessed 
angel-mother,  my  whole  heart  is  welling  up  and  going 
out  to  our  Father  and  to  you  in  a  great  current  of  love 
and  gratitude.  Tell  me,  do  you  not  feel  the  glow  and 
warmth  of  it?  Words  seem  powerless  to  express  it. 
You  must  know  it  by  the  love  in  your  own  heart. 

How  experience  enriches  one's  life.  We  have  thought 
it  needed  suffering,  and  it  is  suffering  to  the  flesh  if  it 
be  not  willing  to  yield  to  the  Spirit,  but  really  it  is  only 
Love  we  need,  and  that  is  always  blessing.  The  suffer 
ing  comes  from  error  indulged,  resisting  Love.  Should 
we  not  joyfully  yield  our  whole  being  to  it? 

Carolyn  has  been  indeed  transformed  by  the  renewing 
of  the  mind.  With  all  her  heart  she  has  gone  into  work 
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for  others,  and  her  brother,  who  has  been  with  us  for  a 
month,  is  delighted  beyond  measure  at  the  transforma 
tion  of  Indianola,  as  well  as  of  his  sister,  and  is  ready 
to  worship  the  good  God  who  has  wrought  the  miracle, 
much  to  his  sister's  delight. 

Free  from  all  family  control  and  duty,  she  gives  her 
self  wholly  to  the  service  of  Truth.  Her  demonstra 
tions  prove  her  high  understanding  and  her  faithfulness 
in  studying  her  text-book.  What  a  glorious  privilege  to 
have  been  taught  by  a  teacher  who  has  drawn  from  the 
fountain-head  the  Water  of  Life.  As  you  know, 
James  and  I  have  had  this  blessing,  and  we  can  scarcely 
speak  of  the  lessons  without  tears.  The  inspiration, 
rooting  out  of  error,  and  refilling  thought  with  Truth; 
the  glimpses  into  the  heights  of  divine  Mind,  and  the 
uncovered  depravity  of  the  mortal  mentality;  every 
lesson  of  our  teacher  was  priceless,  as  it  has  been  to  each 
one  who  has  had  and  profited  by  like  blessing. 

Mr.  Nantz  has  at  last  begun  to  prove  his  faith  by  his 
works.  Great  joy  over  a  recent  demonstration  of  the 
power  of  Truth  has  aroused  the  liveliest  enthusiasm, 
more  than  repaying  all  he  has  suffered.  It  took  him  a 
long  time  to  make  up  his  mind  to  take  the  narrow  path. 
In  vain  he  tried  to  give  to  others  in  the  fold  he  loved  so 
well  the  Truth  that  had  come  to  him,  but  they  turned 
deaf  ears  and  cold  shoulders.  And  so,  like  his  Master, 
he  came  to  his  own  and  his  own  received  him  not,  cast 
him  out. 

It  was  one  thing  to  object  to  calling  the  people  to  con 
fession  of  sin  after  he  saw  it  was  contrary  to  the  Truth, 
but  quite  another  to  become  a  Christian  Scientist.  Still, 
he  followed  on,  step  by  step,  and  after  a  long,  hard  fight 
with  himself  determined  to  investigate  the  new  old 
teachings,  and  was  too  honest  not  to  yield  to  Divine 
Science  when  he  saw  it  to  be  Christianity,  pure  and  un- 
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defiled.  Then  Divinity  had  full  right  of  way  with  him. 
He  is  a  most  earnest,  close  student  and  a  hard  worker. 
James  and  I  have  thought  that  he  and  Carolyn  might 
wed,  but  they  both  seem  wedded  to  Truth.  It  is  beauti 
ful,  their  warm,  sympathetic,  satisfying  friendship. 

I  send  you  the  service  Mr.  Nantz  prepared  for  Christ 
mas.  James  has  given  him  the  chapel  on  the  estate.  We 
no  longer  go  to  the  village,  and  our  services  are  uplifting 
and  health-giving.  I  am  so  glad  that  you  know,  since 
your  dear  visit  to  us,  just  how  it  all  is.  Our  little  band 
has  grown  steadily,  and  we  are  all  in  the  work  heart  and 
hand. 

The  little  chapel  was  bright  and  fragrant  with  ever 
greens  and  palms  and  flowers.  Following  is  the  pro 
gram  in  full : 

I. 

Malachi  1:11. 

From  the  rising  of  the  sun  even  unto  the  going  down 
of  the  same  my  name  shall  be  great  among  the  Gen 
tiles;  and  in  every  place  incense  shall  be  offered  unto 
my  name,  and  a  pure  offering;  for  my  name  shall  be 
great  among  the  heathen,  saith  the  Lord  of  hosts. 

II. 
THE  LORD'S  PRAYER. 

III. 

VENITE,  EXULTEMUS  DOMINO. 
Psalm  95. 

Oh  come,  let  us  sing  unto  the  Lord :  let  us  heartily  re 
joice  in  the  strength  of  our  salvation. 

Let  us  come  before  his  presence  with  thanksgiving; 
and  show  ourselves  glad  in  him  with  psalms. 


LOUISA  V ARENA  303 

For  the  Lord  is  a  great  God ;  and  a  great  King  above 
all  gods. 

In  his  hands  are  all  the  corners  of  the  earth,  and  the 
strength  of  the  hills  in  his  also. 

The  sea  is  his  and  he  made  it ;  and  his  hands  prepared 
the  dry  land. 

Oh,  come,  let  us  worship  and  fall  down :  let  us  kneel 
before  the  Lord  our  Maker.  ;;  •£  ••. 

For  he  is  the  Lord  our  God :  and  we  are  the  people  of 
his  pasture,  and  the  sheep  of  his  hand. 

Oh,  worship  the  Lord  in  the  beauty  of  holiness;  let 
the  whole  earth  stand  in  awe  of  him. 

For  he  cometh,  for  he  cometh  to  judge  the  earth; 
and  with  righteousness  to  judge  the  world,  and  the  peo 
ple  with  his  Truth. 

Glory  be  to  the  Father  and  to  the  Son  and  to  the  Holy 
Ghost ;  as  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now,  and  ever  shall 
be,  world  without  end. 

IV. 

FIRST  LESSON. 
Isaiah  9:2,  6,  7;  11:1-12. 

The  people  that  walked  in  darkness  have  seen  a  great 
light;  they  that  dwell  in  the  land  of  the  shadow  of 
death,  upon  them  hath  the  light  shined. 

For  unto  us  a  child  is  born,  unto  us  a  son  is  given; 
and  the  government  shall  be  upon  his  shoulder ;  and  his 
name  shall  be  called  Wonderful,  Counsellor,  The  mighty 
God,  The  everlasting  Father,  The  Prince  of  Peace. 

Of  the  increase  of  his  government  and  peace  there 
shall  be  no  end,  upon  the  throne  of  David,  and  upon 
his  kingdom  to  order  it  and  establish  it  with  judgment 
and  with  justice  from  henceforth  even  for  ever.  The 
zeal  of  the  Lord  of  hosts  will  perform  this. 
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And  there  shall  come  forth  a  rod  out  of  the  stem  of 
Jesse,  and  a  Branch  shall  grow  out  of  his  roots. 

And  the  Spirit  of  the  Lord  shall  rest  upon  him,  the 
spirit  of  wisdom  and  understanding,  the  spirit  of  coun 
sel  and  might,  the  spirit  of  knowledge,  and  of  the  fear 
of  the  Lord  .  .  .  and  he  shall  not  judge  after  the  sight 
of  his  eyes,  neither  reprove  after  the  hearing  of  his  ears. 

But  with  righteousness  shall  he  judge  the  poor,  and 
reprove  with  equity,  for  the  meek  of  the  earth;  and  he 
shall  smite  the  earth  with  rod  of  his  mouth,  and  with 
the  breath  of  his  lips  shall  he  slay  the  wicked. 

And  righteousness  shall  be  the  girdle  of  his  loins,  and 
faithfulness  the  girdle  of  his  reins. 

The  wolf  also  shall  dwell  with  the  lamb,  and  the  leop 
ard  shall  lie  down  with  the  kid;  and  the  calf  and  the 
young  lion  and  the  fatling  together;  and  a  little  child 
shall  lead  them. 

And  the  cow  and  the  bear  shall  feed ;  their  young  ones 
shall  lie  down  together ;  and  the  lion  shall  eat  straw  like 
an  ox. 

And  the  suckling  child  shall  play  on  the  hole  of  the 
asp,  and  the  weaned  child  shall  put  his  hand  on  the 
cockatrice's  den. 

They  shall  not  hurt  nor  destroy  in  all  my  holy  moun 
tain  ;  for  the  earth  shall  be  full  of  the  knowledge  of  the 
Lord  as  the  waters  cover  the  sea. 

And  in  that  day  there  shall  be  a  root  of  Jesse,  which 
shall  stand  for  an  ensign  of  the  people;  to  it  shall  the 
Gentiles  seek ;  and  his  rest  shall  be  glorious. 

And  it  shall  come  to  pass  in  that  day  that  the  Lord 
shall  set  his  hand  again  the  second  time  to  recover  the 
remnant  of  his  people  which  shall  be  left  .  .  .  and 
gather  together  the  dispersed  of  Judah  from  the  four 
corners  of  the  earth. 
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V. 

TE  DEUM  LAUDAMUS. 

We  praise  thee,  0  God ;  we  acknowledge  thee  to  be  the 
Lord. 

All  the  earth  doth  worship  thee,  the  Father  everlast 
ing. 

To  thee  all  Angels  cry  aloud ;  the  Heavens  and  all  the 
powers  therein. 

To  thee  Cherubim  and  Seraphim  continually  do  cry, 

Holy,  Holy,  Holy,  Lord  God  of  Sabaoth; 

Heaven  and  earth  are  full  of  the  majesty  of  thy 
glory. 

The  glorious  company  of  the  Apostles  praise  thee. 

The  goodly  fellowship  of  the  Prophets  praise  thee. 

The  noble  army  of  Martyrs  praise  thee. 

The  holy  Church  throughout  all  the  world  doth  ac 
knowledge  thee ; 

The  Father  of  an  infinite  Majesty; 

Thine  adorable,  true,  and  only  Son ; 

Also  the  Holy  Ghost,  the  Comforter. 

Thou  art  the  King  of  Glory,  0  Christ. 

Thou  art  the  everlasting  Son  of  the  Father. 

When  thou  tookest  upon  thee  to  deliver  man,  thou 
didst  humble  thyself  to  be  born  of  a  Virgin. 

When  thou  hadst  overcome  the  sharpness  of  death, 
thou  didst  open  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven  to  all  believers. 

Thou  sittest  at  the  right  hand  of  God  in  the  Glory  of 
the  Father. 

We  believe  that  thou  shalt  come  to  be  our  Judge. 

We  therefore  pray  thee  help  thy  servants,  whom  thou 
hast  redeemed  with  thy  precious  blood. 

Make  them  to  be  numbered  with  thy  Saints  in  glory 
everlasting. 

0  Lord,  thou  dost  save  thy  people  and  bless  thy  heri 
tage; 

to 
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Govern  them  and  lift  them  up  forever. 
Day  by  day  we  magnify  thee ; 
And  we  worship  thy  Name  ever  world  without  end. 
0  Lord,  in  thee  have  I  trusted.    I  shall  never  be  con 
founded. 


VI. 

SECOND  LESSON. 

Luke  2 : 1-21. 

i 
And  it  came  to  pass  in  those  days,  that  there  went  out 

a  decree  from  Caesar  Augustus,  that  all  the  world  should 
be  taxed. 

And  all  went  to  be  taxed,  every  one  to  his  own  city. 

And  Joseph  also  went  up  from  Galilee  out  of  the  city 
of  Nazareth,  into  Judea,  unto  the  city  of  David,  which 
is  called  Bethlehem,  (because  he  was  of  the  house  and 
lineage  of  David). 

To  be  taxed  with  Mary  his  espoused  wife,  being  great 
with  child. 

And  so  it  was,  that,  while  they  were  there,  the  days 
were  accomplished  that  she  should  be  delivered. 

And  she  brought  forth  her  firstborn  son,  and  wrapped 
him  in  swaddling  clothes,  and  laid  him  in  a  manger ;  be 
cause  there  was  no  room  for  them  in  the  inn. 

And  there  were  in  the  same  country  shepherds  abid 
ing  in  the  field,  keeping  watch  over  their  flock  by  night. 

And  lo,  the  angel  of  the  Lord  came  upon  them,  and 
the  glory  of  the  Lord  shone  round  them,  and  they  were 
sore  afraid. 

And  the  angel  said  unto  them,  Fear  not;  for,  behold  I 
bring  you  good  tidings  of  great  joy,  which  shall  be  to 
all  people. 
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For  unto  you  is  born  this  day  in  the  city  of  David  a 
Saviour,  which  is  Christ  the  Lord. 

And  this  shall  be  a  sign  unto  you;  ye  shall  find  the 
babe  wrapped  in  swaddling  clothes,  lying  in  a  manger. 

And  suddenly  there  was  with  the  angel  a  multitude  of 
the  heavenly  host  praising  God,  and  saying, 

Glory  to  God  in  the  highest,  and  on  earth  peace,  good 
will  toward  men. 

And  it  came  to  pass  as  the  angels  were  gone  away  from 
them  into  heaven,  the  shepherds  said  one  to  another, 
Let  us  go  now  even  unto  Bethlehem,  and  see  this  thing 
which  is  come  to  pass,  which  the  Lord  hath  made  known 
unto  us. 

And  they  came  with  haste,  and  found  Mary,  and 
Joseph,  and  the  babe  lying  in  a  manger. 

And  when  they  had  seen  it,  they  made  known  abroad 
the  saying  which  was  told  them  concerning  this  child. 

And  all  they  that  heard  of  it  wondered  at  those  things 
which  were  told  them  by  the  shepherds. 

But  Mary  kept  all  these  things,  and  pondered  them  in 
her  heart. 

And  the  shepherds  returned,  glorifying  and  praising 
God  for  all  the  things  they  had  heard  and  seen,  as  it 
was  told  unto  them. 

VII. 

BENEDICTUS. 
St.  Luke  1 :  68-79. 

Blessed  be  the  Lord  God  of  Israel ;  for  he  hath  visited 
and  redeemed  his  people ; 

And  hath  raised  up  an  horn  of  salvation  for  us,  in  the 
house  of  his  servant  David ; 

As  he  spake  by  the  mouth  of  his  holy  prophets,  which 
have  been  since  the  world  began ; 
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That  we  should  be  saved  from  our  enemies,  and  from 
the  hand  of  all  that  hate  us ; 

To  perform  the  mercy  promised  to  our  fathers,  and 
to  remember  his  holy  covenant ; 

The  oath  which  he  sware  to  our  father  Abraham, 

That  he  would  grant  unto  us,  that  we  being  delivered 
out  of  the  hand  of  our  enemies  might  serve  him  without 
fear, 

In  holiness  and  righteousness  before  him,  all  the  days 
of  our  life. 

And  thou,  child,  shalt  be  called  the  prophet  of  the 
Highest:  for  thou  shalt  go  before  the  face  of  the  Lord 
to  prepare  his  ways; 

To  give  knowledge  of  salvation  unto  his  people  by  the 
remission  of  their  sins, 

Through  the  tender  mercy  of  our  God;  whereby  the 
dayspring  from  on  high  hath  visited  us, 

To  give  light  to  them  that  sit  in  darkness  and  in  the 
shadow  of  death,  to  guide  our  feet  into  the  way  of  peace. 

Glory  be  to  the  Father  and  to  the  Son  and  to  the  Holy 
Ghost,  as  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now,  and  ever  shall 
be,  world  without  end.  Amen. 

(You  will  observe,  Dearest,  that  we  used  the  Prayer- 
Book  version  of  the  Ninety-fifth  Psalm,  also  changed 
the  underscored  words  in  the  Te  Deum,  the  slight 
changes  making  all  thoroughly  spiritual,  and  therefore 
scientific.  Of  course  we  sang  the  psalms  and  Te  Deum 
with  all  our  hearts.) 

Mr.  Nantz  then  spoke  of  the  glorious  work  of  the  in 
fant  so  humbly  born  to  human  sense,  yet  how  glorious 
he  must  have  appeared  to  the  heralding  and  worshiping 
hosts  of  the  heavenly  realm!  How  humble,  too,  his 
whole  ministry  upon  earth!  Truly  "he  was  despised 
and  rejected  of  men,  a  man  of  sorrows  and  acquainted 
with  grief";  "his  visage  more  marred  than  any  man's 
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and  no  beauty  that  we  should  desire  him."  And  yet 
heavenly  forms  and  voices  bore  witness  to  his  glory, 
beauty,  and  divinity,  the  very  Son  of  God,  which  his 
words  and  works  both  proved  him  to  be.  How  wonderful 
the  contrast  between  the  divine  and  human  views  of  his 
earthly  career ! 

Carolyn  brought  out  the  thought  of  Science  most 
beautifully  as  the  fulfillment  of  the  promise  of  his  birth 
and  ministry  in  his  first  coming,  and  the  final  restitution 
there  is  to  be  of  all  things  through  Love  following  His 
second  coming.  In  concluding  she  said : 

"We  cannot  be  too  thankful  we  are  living  in  the  due 
time,  when  divine  Love  has  raised  up  one  being  on 
earth  who  is  pure  enough  and  has  been  brave  enough  to 
be  the  bearer  of  heavenly  messages  to  man.  We  have  not 
only  the  inspired  writings  of  this  God-prepared  and 
divinely-guided  herald  of  Truth,  but  we  have  her  beau 
tified,  Spirit-embued  presence  with  us  upon  this  plane 
of  consciousness,  under  the  constant  inspiration  of  Love 
and  Truth,  directing  all  those  who  desire  to  walk  in  the 
footsteps  of  the  Heavenly  Master  just  how  to  do  so,  to 
do  the  same  works  that  he  did,  and  that  she  has  done. 

"She  has  proved  by  demonstration,  and  thousands  of 
those  who  have  been  faithful  to  the  Divine  Principle 
and  rules  that  she  has  taught  and  practiced  have  proved 
that  the  works  Jesus  did  in  healing  the  sick  and 
sinful  are  to  be  done  in  all  ages  of  the  world  by  his  true 
followers,  even  to  overcoming  death,  and  that  holiness, 
health,  happiness,  and  plenty  are  our  birthright  as 
children  of  God.  Let  us,  dear  friends,  follow  in  the 
footsteps  of  our  Lord  as  he  has  shown  the  way,  and  as 
his  own  truest  follower  with  us  to-day  is  still  showing 
it,  and  not  be  turned  aside  by  any  subtility  of  error  with 
in  or  without." 

It  has  come  to  us  of  late  how  narrow  the  thought  of 
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"The  Christian  Year" !  Think  of  attempting  to  follow 
the  momentous  events  of  the  three  and  thirty  years  of 
the  wondrous  life  of  our  adored  Master,  from  Advent  and 
Christmas  to  Easter — from  his  holy  nativity  to  his  cru 
cifixion,  resurrection,  ascension,  and  the  coming  of  the 
"promise  of  the  Father,"  in  half  a  year  of  human  time ! 
Does  it  not  rather  detract  from  than  add  to  his  glory? 
It  keeps  the  thought  upon  his  humanity  instead  of  the 
sublime,  ever-living  glories  of  his  divinity,  which  alone 
can  transform  the  mind  and  enable  one  having  entered 
into  fellowship  with  his  sufferings  to  live  in  the  power  of 
his  resurrection — a  new  creation.  How  many  of  us  have 
so  lived  after  our  Lenten  fasts?  Who  has  thus  proved 
divine  sonship  in  any  degree  as  Jesus  proved  it?  It  is 
as  far  from  the  true  idea  as  to  measure  the  scientific, 
spiritual  account  of  the  creation  of  Genesis  by  solar  days 
of  four  and  twenty  hours.  How  imperative  it  is  to  get 
away  from  the  pigmy  human  views  of  everything  if  we 
are  to  know  the  Truth  of  being  and  live  it !  Surely  all 
these  human  efforts  to  follow  Jesus,  so  beloved  by  those 
who  know  his  salvation,  originated  in  desire  to  honor 
him,  but  Christ  alone,  the  spiritual  idea  of  God  can  never 
give  to  the  world  the  true  spirit  of  worship. 

Dearest,  I  must  not  say  more,  but  leave  to  James  to 
tell  you  something  of  our  advancing  thought,  for  I  have 
still  much  of  personal  interest  to  write  you. 
•  What  a  lovely  time  we  did  have  at  Harry's  wedding! 
I  would  not  have  missed  it  for  the  world.  Isabel  is 
charming.  I  would  not  want  a  sweeter  sister;  and  to 
think  of  Mrs.  Dranton's  saying  our  dear  boy  was  the 
only  man  she  knew  to  whom  she  was  happy  to  give  her 
dearest  treasure.  Mr.  Dranton's  giving  him  a  fourth 
interest  in  his  large  business  as  a  wedding  present,  and 
Isabel  her  beautiful  home,  proved  his  confidence  and 
generous  love. 


LOUISA  VAEENA  311 

I  tell  you  it  does  pay  to  be  good  and  to  do  right.  Ben 
was  a  generous  sort  of  fellow  to  say  he  was  not  jealous 
of  Harry's  going  ahead  of  him,  for  he  deserved  his  good 
fortune. 

Mother  darling,  your  birdies  are  flying  far  away  from 
the  nest,  but  you  have  taught  them  there  is  no  far  away 
in  Spirit,  and  you  find  the  comfort  of  it,  and  so  do  they. 

It  is  too  bad  that  Lawrence  continues  his  intense  op 
position  to  the  Science.  It  is  hard  to  understand  his  at 
titude  of  thought.  We  must  leave  him  free  to  work  out 
his  own  salvation.  I  never  dreamed  that  college  life 
and  association  with  men  in  the  intellectual  arena  could 
drive  him  into  narrow,  sectarian  views,  causing  him  to 
refuse  to  accept  even  the  higher  criticism.  Our  advance 
steps  and  the  bitter  opposition  of  the  so-called  orthodox 
church  have  forced  him  to  side  with  one  or  the  other, 
and  he  took  sides  with  the  majority,  determined,  it 
seems,  not  to  run  any  risk  of  reproach  with  his  pro 
fessors  and  fellow-students.  If  he  had  turned  into  the 
mazes  of  materialistic  science,  it  would  have  surprised 
me  less.  There  is  so  much  "free  thinking"  abroad  that 
young  men  are  apt  to  be  carried  away  into  the  new 
ranges  of  thought ;  but  he  has  gone  backwards ! 

You  may  be  right  in  thinking  that  the  abuse  he  has 
heard  showered  upon  us,  and  those  of  our  way  of  think 
ing  has  led  him  to  take  this  stand.  I  have  thought  it 
would  be  wisest  and  best  to  have  John  go  to  Lawrence 
to  finish  his  studies,  and  for  you  to  bring  the  little  girls 
and  come  to  us,  and  to  let  Ned  and  Ethel  have  our  cot 
tage.  How  beautifully  things  have  turned  out!  What 
a  fine  fellow  he  is  at  last!  I  am  proud  of  my  new 
brother  that  is  to  be.  But  you  had  better  hold  on  to  John 
as  long  as  Lawrence  combats  Truth. 

I  have  written  you  a  long  letter,  as  I  meant  to.  I 
know  it  cannot  be  too  long  for  your  love,  and  I  have  yet 
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something  for  you  from  dear  Fanny's  last  letter  to  me, 
of  deep  interest,  which  will  awaken  your  heartfelt  sym 
pathy.  She  is  no  longer  the  gay,  giddy  girl  we  knew 
three  years  ago. 

After  saying  how  overjoyed  she  is  that  Ethel  is  to  be 
her  sister,  and  telling  me  what  a  fine,  beautiful  cherub 
her  little  Roland  is,  she  writes : 

"I  am  happy  in  my  Colorado  cottage,  little  box  that  it 
is,  and  proud  of  my  husband's  success,  but  have  been 
kept  humble  by  my  struggles  and  sufferings  for  Truth, 
which  he  has  combatted  from  the  very  first.  It  has 
given  me  a  great  deal  of  work  to  do,  but  I  had  tried  the 
old  way,  I  knew  the  true  from  the  false,  and  my  heart 
was  fixed,  oh,  God,  my  heart  was  fixed;  my  choice  was 
irrevocably  made. 

"Boldly  taking  this  stand  for  Truth  here  has  cost  me 
dearly,  but  it  is  well  worth  the  price.  This  little  mining 
city  is  much  in  need  of  spiritual  pabulum,  and  the  strug 
gling  few  who  hailed  the  promise  of  my  coming  with 
delight,  having  heard  from  rumor  that  I  knew  some 
thing  of  Christian  Science,  I  am  standing  with  yet. 

"You  know,  Louise  dear,  I  was  not  one  to  prove  a 
craven  and  disappoint  them  and  dishonor  my  Master, 
after  the  blessings  that  had  come  to  me  and  to  our  home. 

"The  human  often  quailed  under  the  stripes,  but  the 
divine  proved  victor  in  the  end.  My  husband's  scorn  of 
'the  motley  few'  showed  his  ignorance  of  the  spiritual, 
and  gave  me  the  hardest  work  I  had  to  do;  but  I  stood 
firm,  thank  God,  and  I  know  he  has  always  respected 
me  for  my  loyalty  to  my  convictions,  though  he  did  not 
understand  them  or  me.  I  have  felt  this  word  of  the 
Master  ever  with  me.  'To  this  end  was  I  born,  and  for 
this  cause  came  into  the  world,  to  bear  witness  to  the 
Truth'  in  this  seemingly  godless  camp,  and  in  the  world, 
though  feebly,  alas,  too  often.  Oh,  how  I  grieve  for  it ! 
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"Deeply  humiliated  I  have  been  and  should  be  by  my 
poor  work  and  seeming  failures  in  demonstration,  bring 
ing  no  glory  to  God  nor  blessing  to  man  and  nothing  but 
dishonor  to  the  Cause  which  I  love  more  than  all  beside. 
Still,  dear,  I  am  struggling  on  and  up  and  will  never 
turn  from  the  path,  no  matter  how  slowly  I  progress,  so 
help  me  God. 

"My  husband's  position  secures  mine  socially  (im 
agine  it  in  a  mining  camp ! ) ,  but  religiously  I  am  ac 
counted  a  sinner  of  dark  dye.  The  so-called  best  people 
of  the  town  would  ostracize  me  if  they  could,  and  I 
would  count  it  a  favor  if  they  would,  but  their  tolerance 
often  gives  me  opportunities  to  return  good  for  evil  that 
I  should  prize  more  than  I  do. 

"I  have  had  a  terrible  test  of  faith  since  I  wrote  you. 
The  baby  waked,  choking,  in  the  night  with  that  dread 
ful  metallic  sound  I  have  known  from  childhood.  I 
fought  it  as  best  I  could,  despite  my  own  and  my  hus 
band's  fears,  but  he  seemed  to  grow  worse  every  minute. 
I  sent  for  two  friends ;  there  seemed  a  slight  change  for 
the  better  and  then  worse. 

"Eeginald,  who  had  patiently  waited  for  their  coming, 
then  demanded  calling  a  physician.  I  was  tempted  with 
the  thought,  'Turning  from  God  to  man  will  prove 
fatal.'  Truth  whispered,  'Wives,  be  obedient  to  your 
own  husbands  as  unto  the  Lord.' 

"  'It  is  your  right,  dear,'  I  said,  calmly. 

"The  doctor  came  and  quickly  proved  my  one  hope, 
that  he  would  mitigate  the  fear  and  so  break  the  evil 
spell,  vain.  Only  a  young  mother  with  her  first  darling 
more  than  life  to  her,  a  thousand  miles  from  home  and 
friends,  and  a  father  in  his  first  mortal  agony,  can  know 
what  we  suffered  when  he  said,  'No  hope.'  - 

"My  husband  proposed  calling  a  consultation.     The 
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<cloctor  shook  his  head  and  proposed  an  operation,  for 
iwhich  he  would  want  assistance. 

"I  had  the  courage  to  say,  'Xo,  I  cannot  consent  to  it.' 

"Reginald  took  me  in  his  arms  and  I  kept  saying  si 
lently,  'God  is  his  life,  God  is  his  life.'  We  were  too 
agonized  to  speak. 

"The  kind  physician  doubtless  felt  deeply  for  us,  and 
sadly  left  us  alone  with  our  grief. 

"Suddenly  I  started  from  the  room,  never  stopping 
until  I  got  beyond  the  torturing  sight  and  sound  of 
gasping  breath,  entered  the  farthest  closet,  shut  the  door, 
and  fell  upon  my  kno£»>  The  material  senses  closed ;  I 
was  in  the  sanctuary  of  Spirit.  I  knew  in  Spirit  there 
could  be  no  death,  no  separation,  no  unhallowed  thought. 
How  long  it  was  I  know  not.  I  heard  unwonted  sounds, 
as  in  a  dream.  A  flood  of  light  fell  on  me. 

"  'I  have  looked  everywhere  for  you.  It  is  all  over ; 
come  P 

"Reginald  had  thrown  open  the  door.  I  moved  not; 
I  was  too  far  away.  He  raised  me. 

"  'Come,  dear,  come  quickly !'  he  cried.  'God  and  you 
have  won  a  mighty  victory  P 

"He  led  me  back.  There  sat  the  smiling  boy,  cooing 
as  we  came.  We  fell  upon  our  knees  beside  his  crib.  My 
gentle  friends  vanished  and  we  were  there  alone,  in  the 
place  of  unutterable  thanksgiving. 

"Then  Reginald  said,  'Dearest,  forgive  me  all  the 
past.  Henceforth  thy  people  shall  be  my  people,  and 
thy  God  my  God/ 

"And  so,  my  Louise,  Love,  Life,  and  Truth  sealed  the 
victory  over  sickness  and  death  once  more,  and  proved 
that  every  attack  of  error  will  ultimately  prove  the  su 
premacy  of  Truth,  if  we  but  turn  to  Truth  and  trust — 
truly  trust. 

"I  took  baby  in  my  arms  and  Reginald  took  us  both 
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in  full-hearted  love  upon  his  knees,  and  circled  abou; 
his  strong  arms.  A  three-cornered  kiss  sealed  the  com 
pact,  that  precious  little  angel's  living,  breathing,  rose 
bud  mouth  between  our  two.  Louise,  you  must  know 
something  of  what  my  thoughts  were,  of  that  symbol  of 
trinity  in  unity.  Oh,  my  precious  friend,  I  cannot  tell 
you  all  it  meant  to  me,  but  I  can  tell  you  this — it  meant 
a  home  of  harmony,  of  ever  growing  happiness  for  us 
three — children  of  the  Father. 

"I  might  have  borne  the  cross  of  discordant  thought 
myself,  and  buried  the  woe  of  it  deep  in  my  own  heart, 
as  I  had  done ;  but  our  little  one  must  have  felt  the  sor 
row  of  it  in  spite  of  all  my  work  and  careful  hiding. 
You  and  I  are  not  very  far  along  on  this  mortal  plane  of 
thought  and  action,  dear,  but  we  have  seen  something  of 
the  awful  sorrow  of  husbands  and  wives  recriminating, 
discordant  even  unto  death  or  divorce,  which  is  worse. 

"Oh,  the  ignorance,  folly,  the  selfishness  and  narrow- 
mindedness  of  it !  When  face  to  face  with  it  I  did  not 
see  as  I  do  now  the  culpability,  the  wretchedness,  the 
wickedness  of  it  in  the  cases  we  knew. 

"Think  you,  if  those  parents  had  for  one  single  day 
stopped  to  think  calmly,  unselfishly,  as  Christian  Science 
would  have  forced  them  to  think,  they  could  have  in 
flicted  upon  their  innocent  children  the  injustice  their 
dissensions  inevitable  bring  upon  them?  No,  a  thou 
sand  times  no!  They  would  both  have  gone  to  work 
upon  their  own  faults  and  have  worked  long  enough 
and  hard  enough  to  overcome  in  self  the  errors  that 
made  the  discord. 

"Enough  love  and  self-sacrifice,  with  even  a  little 
spiritual  understanding  upon  either  side,  would  have 
worked  miracles.  Oh,  the  cruelty  of  discordant  parents 
to  their  own  offspring !  How  can  they  thus  curse  their 
very  own  ?  And  how  blind  they  seem  to  be,  never  seeing 
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it  as  mainly  the  result  of  their  own  mistakes !  It  would 
be  incredible  did  we  not  see  it  all  around  us.  Loving 
both  parents  as  right-minded  children  will  and  should, 
it  is  impossible  to  conceive  what  the  children  of  dis 
cordant,  and,  still  worse,  divorced  parents  must  suffer. 

Oh,  that  sorrowing  and  suffering  humanity  may 
quickly  waken  to  the  joy  of  knowing  "our  Father"  and 
each  other — all  men  as  His  very  own ! 

"The  victory  of  that  agonizing  night  meant  more  to 
me  than  tongue  or  pen  can  ever  tell,  more  to  us  three." 

How  thoughtful  and  earnest  her  womanhood.  True- 
hearted  she  ever  was,  but  thoughtless  in  her  earlier  years 
almost  to  recklessness.  Her  loyalty  to  Truth  is  purifying 
and  ennobling  her. 

James  is  writing  you.  It  is  beautiful  to  see  his 
devotion  to  his  mother,  such  tender,  yearning  love  in 
every  look  and  word  and  deed,  as  though  she  were  a 
heavenly  guest,  not  long  to  stay.  And  she  does  look  very, 
very  delicate;  so  pure  and  saintly  with  her  silver  hair, 
her  quaker  gowns,  and  snowy  cap  and  kerchief.  In 
every  little  thing  he  seems  to  be  trying  to  make  amends 
for  the  long  sad  years  of  separation.  I  cannot  tell  you, 
Dearest,  how  happy  it  makes  me  to  see  them  all  to 
gether,  so  dear  to  each  other;  lovely  and  gentle  they  all 
are,  kind  to  every  one,  and  so  kind  to  your  Louise  that 
the  thought  of  it  brings  the  tears. 

Adieu,  dearest,  most  precious  of  mothers,  most  faith 
ful.  My  gratitude  is  as  inexpressible  as  my  love  to  the 
Giver  of  every  good  gift,  and  to  you.  Has  He  not  made 
you  all  that  you  are  and  ever  have  been  to  me  and  to  us 
all  ?  Good-night.  I  know  not  how  to  stay  the  pen. 

Embrace  each  dear  one  for  their  loving  sister  and  you 
will  have  your  due,  a  sevenfold  embrace  in  return  from 

Your  own, 
LOUISE. 
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CIV. 

MY  DEAR  MAMMA:  I  cannot  let  my  treasure's  anni 
versary  letter  go  without  trying  to  express  my  gratitude 
to  you  for  giving  me  your  Louise.  Three  years  of 
wedded  life  have  but  intensified  my  love  and  admira 
tion. 

Your  visit  to  us  last  summer  gave  us  all  the  greatest 
pleasure.  The  children  were  delightful.  I  wish  I 
could  persuade  you  to  come  and  abide  with  us.  If  you 
cannot  make  up  your  mind  to  do  that,  you  will  come  as 
often  as  you  can,  I  am  sure. 

I  must  tell  you  that  it  has  been  the  greatest  benefit  to 
have  Robert  with  us.  His  knowledge  of  the  Scriptures, 
now  that  he  has  fully  accepted  the  spiritual  interpreta 
tions,  makes  him  a  most  enlightened  student;  he  con 
stantly  illustrates  the  truth  from  historical,  scientific, 
classical,  as  well  as  from  theological  knowledge. 

He  has  lately  told  us  of  the  wonderful  application  of 
the  types  of  the  Levitical  laws  and  sacrifices,  all  point 
ing  to  the  coming  Christ.  All  the  varied  sacrifices  and 
the  most  minute  details  of  the  building  and  tabernacle 
services — the  preparation  and  use  of  everything — the 
fine  flour,  the  oil  and  frankincense,  the  wood,  the  gold, 
the  silver,  and  the  brass,  all  point  to  the  varied  aspects 
of  the  life,  the  death,  and  the  resurrection  of  our  adored 
Master.  Above  all,  the  sacred  mysteries  of  the  Holy  of 
Holies,  the  ark,  the  cherubim,  and  glory  filling  it ;  truly 
the  meaningless  details  of  Leviticus  to  the  unenlight 
ened,  through  this  revelation  are  of  marvelous  beauty 
and  full  of  instruction. 

Clear  as  are  the  spiritual  perceptions  of  scriptural 
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students  who  admit  no  revelations  beyond  the  written 
Word  in  thus  interpreting  the  Law  and  pointing  to 
Christ  as  its  fulfillment,  they,  alas,  deny  the  practical 
import  of  his  finished  work;  they  really  deny  the  gos 
pel  ;  they  set  the  time  of  fulfillment  beyond  the  grave ! 
Man  must  die  bodily  in  order  to  enter  the  kingdom  of 
heaven — of  harmony.  Then  why  pray,  "Thy  kingdom 
come  on  earth,  as  it  is  in  heaven"?  Can  the  kingdom 
come  on  earth  if  there  is  no  resurrection  here.  Why  die, 
if  one  is  not  to  live  again  among  men  as  the  Master  did  ? 

It  is  a  veritable  John  the  Baptist  testimony,  substi 
tuting  law  for  the  gospel  of  free  grace,  death  for  eternal 
life !  Though  the  Baptist  heralded  the  Lamb  of  God, 
he  saw  not  the  spiritual  idea,  doubting  if  he  were  indeed 
the  promised  Christ.  Truly  that  thought  ends  in  death, 
for  it  is  the  letter  that  killeth.  Why  glory  in  the  cross, 
if  man  is  still  doomed  to  death  ? 

It  is  the  manifestation  of  the  divine  idea  through  the 
death  of  the  false  sense  that  is  salvation.  The  coming 
of  the  Lord  from  heaven,  the  quickening  Spirit  won- 
drously  excelling  all  that  had  gone  before  it — revelation 
succeeding  revelation  as  the  human  race  was  and  is  able 
to  receive  Truth  and  prove  a  higher  consciousness  of  life. 

The  small  round  of  "the  Christian  year"  is  infinitesi 
mal  compared  with  the  thoughts  that  cluster  around  the 
resurrection,  carrying  us  far,  far  back  of  the  thirty  and 
three  years  of  our  dear  Master  upon  earth,  though  they 
are  pregnant  with  momentous  interest  to  mortals  in  sal 
vation  and  instruction. 

The  Easter  thought  connects  with  the  passover,  and 
that  with  the  sacred  stone  over  which  the  coronation 
chair  of  the  English  sovereigns  is  placed — Jacob's  stone. 
Is  it  proof  that  in  the  Anglo-Saxon  race  is  merged  the 
ten  long-lost  tribes  of  Israel  ?  Is  this  the  people  in  which 
all  the  Abrahamic  and  succeeding  promises  are  to  be  ful- 
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filled?  Aye,  and  the  preceding,  even  to  the  utmost 
verge  of  the  beginning  and  end  of  time  ? 

Robert  tells  us  that  the  resurrection  of  Christ  oc 
curred  on  the  very  day  and  month  on  which,  millen 
niums  before,  the  ark  rested  upon  Ararat. 

It  was  on  the  seventeenth  day  of  the  seventh  month 
afterwards,  by  God's  command  called  the  first  month  or 
beginning  of  the  sacred  year  of  the  Hebrew  calendar. 

On  the  fourteenth  day  was  the  passover. 

The  fifteenth  was  the  day  of  unleavened  bread,  in 
which  Jesus  was  crucified — the  living  unleavened  Bread 
which  he  gave  for  the  life  of  the  world. 

The  sixteenth  he  was  in  the  tomb. 

On  the  seventeenth  he  rose  from  the  dead. 

How  the  Spirit  of  God  thus  links  together  Jew  and 
Gentile,  Hebrew  and  Christian!  Noah  and  the  second 
Adam,  verily  all  nations  and  peoples  and  tongues,  blest 
and  to  be  blest  more  and  more  fully  through  succeeding 
revelations  of  infinite  Love  in  Christ  Jesus. 

In  this  "second  coming"  we  see  fulfilled  all  the  dis 
pensations  of  the  past,  and  all  the  promises  of  the 
"first  advent."  In  its  radiance,  time,  space,  and  mat 
ter,  all  past  dispensations — and  their  human  limitations 
vanish.  There  is  no  trace  even  of  Easter  as  a  Christian 
festival  in  apostolic  times.  The  sanctity  of  special 
times  and  places  was  an  idea  foreign  to  the  infinite  glory 
of  the  eternal  life. 

Origen  urges  Christians  who  dwell  upon  Christ  as  our 
Passover  and  on  the  gift  of  the  Holy  Ghost  to  keep  every 
day  as  Easter  and  a  pentecostal  feast,  every  day  as  the 
Lord's  Day,  as  a  darling  little  angel  urged.  So  urges  our 
beloved  Leader,  for  Christian  Science  is  indeed  the  con 
summation  of  the  whole  work  of  the  living  Word  in  liv 
ing  ministry  for  the  salvation  of  mortals  from  mor 
tality. 
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Man  made  in  the  image  and  likeness  of  God  appears 
upon  the  earthly  scene,  exercising  his  rightful  dominion 
and  fulfilling  the  command  to  subdue  the  earth,  for  the 
Lord  God  omnipotent  reigns  now,  though  we  see  not  yet 
all  things  put  under  him. 

The  Word  that  was  God  is  revealed  as  the  "true  light 
which  lighteth  every  man  that  eometh  into  the  world" 
now.  The  ministry  of  the  Word  began  upon  earth  be 
fore  the  Eden  allegory.  It  is  revealed  through  the  writ 
ten  Word  as  the  Lord  God.  It  is  revealed  through  the 
Word  made  flesh — Jesus — unto  whose  name  every  knee 
shall  bow,  and  every  tongue  shall  confess  him  as  Lord. 
It  is  poured  out  upon  all  flesh  since  Pentecost,  making 
the  new  humanity  as  universal  as  the  divinity  of  Christ. 

This  Revelation  extends  from  no  beginning  and  has 
no  end.  This  eternal  Word  of  God  as  an  ever-present 
reality  is  the  demonstrable  Science  of  Life  that  has  been 
discovered,  demonstrated,  taught,  and  founded  upon  the 
one  impregnable  foundation  of  Christ  Jesus  by  our  re 
vered  Leader,  Mary  Baker  Eddy. 

May  we  all  be  more  and  more  faithful  in  proving  in 
our  degree,  our  heavenly  lineage,  and  thus  do  our  part 
now  in  establishing  the  kingdom  of  heaven  so  long 
prayed  for  upon  earth. 

These  three  years  have  proved  perfectly  the  resurrec 
tion  and  regeneration  of  Indianola.  No  one  but  myself 
can  fully  appreciate  this.  Having  known  the  misery,  the 
sorrows  and  sicknesses,  the  unsatisfied  longings  of  the 
old  Indianola,  I  can  more  than  any  one  else  rejoice  in 
the  delights  of  the  "new  creation." 

The  mansion,  the  parks,  the  lawns,  the  furnishings, 
its  adornments  within  and  its  attractions  without, — the 
many  luxuries,  are  just  the  same.  The  noble  river  that 
glides  through  it  should  always  have  been  a  source  of 
pure  pleasure,  the  charming  bay  an  unalloyed,  con- 
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stantly  varying  scene  of  enjoyment.  All  there  is  of  na 
ture  and  of  art  is  here  and  is  unchanged;  but,  lo,  the 
angel !  Love  comes  upon  the  scene.  All  discord,  si», 
sickness,  sorrow  vanish.  Love  and  love  alone  has 
wrought  the  transformation. 

And  will  it  not  be  thus,  dearest  mamma,  for  all  of 
earth  when  Love,  which  began  its  work  for  mortals  in 
Eden,  has  its  perfect  way  upon  earth  ?  Truly  it  will  be 
"Paradise  Regained." 

You  are  the  dear,  dear  mother  of  the  dear,  dearest  and 
best  daughter  and  wife  in  the  world,  dearly  loved  by 
your  son  James,  who  prays  for  a  share  of  the  benediction 
you  are  to  all  those  who  come  under  the  shadow  of  your 
wings.  And  here  I  must  emphasize  what  I  said  more 
than  three  years  ago,  No  duty  has  fallen  upon  your 
Louise  and  mine  in  these  years,  in  joy  or  sorrow,  that  she 
has  not  fulfilled  with  a  devotedness,  a  grace,  and  a 
beautiful  faith  that  sanctifies  the  image  of  her  person 
and  character  more  and  more  in  my  inmost  heart. 

Is  it  not  a  joy  to  you  that  your  darling  is  thus  loved, 
prized,  and  cherished  ?  It  must  be,  knowing,  as  you  do, 
that  all  this  love  is  but  the  reflection  of  that  divine 
Love,  in  which  alone  it  is  enduring.  Embracing  all 
mankind  in  it,  every  phase  of  human  love  finds  it  true 
place  and  sanctified  blessing. 

Truly  this  Revelation  of  the  Science  of  Christ  is  the 
voice  of  the  angel  which  the  Apostle  of  Love  saw  stand 
ing  upon  the  sea  and  upon  the  earth,  a  rainbow  upon 
his  head  and  his  face  shining  as  the  sun;  lifting  up  his 
hand  to  heaven,  declaring  that  there  should  be  time  no 
longer,  "the  mystery  of  God  should  be  finished,  as  he 
hath  declared  to  his  servants  the  prophets.  And  the 
voice  which  I  heard  from  heaven  spake  unto  me,  and 
said,  Go  and  take  the  little  ~boolc  which  is  open  in  the 
hand  of  the  angel,  .  .  .  And  I  said  unto  him,  Give 
21 
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me  the  little  book.  And  he  said  unto  me,  Take  it  and 
eat  it  up :  and  I  took  the  little  book  out  of  the  angel's 
hand  and  ate  it  up;  and  it  was  in  my  mouth  as  sweet 
as  honey" ! 

The  whole  world  will  find  it  so,  its  bitterness  chastened 
into  that  peace  that  passeth  all  understanding,  through 
the  transforming  power  of  Truth  and  Love. 

With  profound  respect,  humbly,  affectionately,  grate 
fully,  JAMES. 
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